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PREFACE TO TH&. FIRST EDITION. 


Some words of apoloqy may seem necessary for adding 
anotVer to the many ‘ Seleotion<» from tho Vocts/ ‘ Garlands/ 
‘Gems* •Treasuries/ ‘Specimens’ and ‘Olassbooks’ which 
have appc« •fdjrt recent years. ^ 


But, in conception as well as in plan, the pre- lU Aiithology 
differs from its predecessors. Wjbile— for eKamplc—PalmUfiilve s 
Golden Treamry includes only S«ugs and Lyrics, and from no 
hving author,— neither in it nor in Dr. Trench’s Household 
Book is thoro an extract from any of the long Poems oi 
fcjpenser, of Milton, of Pope, of Cowper, or of Wordsworth,— 
jnd tho Plays of Shaksporo, the Poems of Chaucer, of 
Addison and of Goldsmith are unrepresented ; and in Areh** 
deacon ^’arrar’s the Poets the selections from the same 
author are al^rouped together, and more thought would 
^^eonJ to ha^/j been given to tho duties '•’mn to the utihr^ 
Jrcinesfc^of effect^ l^ing seemingly ^he chieT care of editor 
and puMshers. jf 


A.,ain, selections having for some years past been made 
from the Qoldm Tnas^iry for the examinations of Jie 
University of Madras, it has occurred to me Iftiat by a member 
of tho Uuivfysity itself such a ^compilation might be modo 
as would more fully meht tift rt-quii*omcnts of its under- 
graduates; both as regar Is xnatter and arrangement. 
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PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 


In this Anthology the Selections are so distributed that one 
or more Sections of different Books might be taken as part of 
a course of study. While, however I had the student mainly 
in view, no section of the book Is narrowed down to his needs 
only, and the whole will, I trust, be fo tnd worthy of a wider 
welcome. ' • 

For the absence of one great name I may be allowed to 
quote from Palgrave’s OMl^en's Treaswry his “regretting 
the refusal by which the present publisher of Mr. Alfred 
Tennyson’s poems has deprived this book of a few brilliant 
pages, and its readers of an introduction to the writings of our 
greatest living poet,”— seeing that MessrS, Macmillan & Co., 
the then publishers of the Treasury, have now, as puldi shots 
of Lord Tennyson’s works, accorded to mo a similar ^f.u«al. 

Madras: B. 

k!ifl!i^ar€k 1885. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 


Thk chief change in this edition is that each poem or extract 
is placed in its exact chronological position, or as nearly so 
as possible. Lovers of our Poetical Literature will, I think, 
appreciate the arrangement by Which they will be able to see 
what poems appeared in a certain decade or period, and also 
the year in which some favourite piece was written or first 
published. ^ 

This has been no easy task ; for not only has no previous 
collector attempted any classification as to time, oxcrrt'by 
centuKiS, but even in the works of some of the poets the dale 
of the ]>.\blica^j|n of each is not given. The less known 
poets and tile authors of ‘fugitive^ verse are in a state ot 
still greater obscurity; for example,— Abp. Tti,uch could 
tell us nothing of Doubleday ; and of John CJoIlins, author oi 
In the Downhill of Life, Mr. Palg^ave w^rites— ‘ nothing except 
his surname appears recoverable with regard to the author 
of this truly noble poem.’ For the particulars I have given 
regarding them I am indebted to the Editor of the Newcastle 
Chronltle, and to a correspondent of Notes and Queries ;xim\ 
from similar sources I have obtained information as to other 
authors ^and works not to bo found, I believe, in any 
other work suclras this. 

obviov'Jj reasons the Section from ^.‘^7 Jg J887 does not 
or ffsirly represent the pootf| the present day, most 
d ofwhom^-ro still alive ;--to thos^ow jver, who have permit- 
ted mc^o insert their verses or extracts from them, I desire 
to express my great obligations. 


Saleh : Maduas, 
1st Decemher^SST, 


J. B. 
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I* It JB an awful truth, that there i*oith<fr is nor can be 
any ^nuiae enjoyment of poetry among nineteen out of 
twenty ci those persons Tj^ho live, or wish to live, in the 
br&d light of the world — among those who either are, or 
ate striving^^ make themselves, people of consideration in 
society. This is a truth, and an awfijl one ; because to he 
i^Ofiaple: 0f a feeling of poetry^ in my seme of the word, 
U^tojfe iCfithout love of human nature and reverence for God* 
Upon this I shall insist elsewhere ; at present let mo 
confine myself to my object, which is to make you, my 
dear friend, as easy-hearted as myself with respect to these 
poems. Trouble not yourself upon their present recep- 
tion. Of whatf moment is that compared with what I trust 
is their destiny ? — to console th^ afflicted ; to add sunshine 
to day -light, by making the happy happier; to teach the 
yowng and the gracious of every age to see, to think, and 
feel, g,nd, therefore, to become more actively and ^se^urely 
virtuous ; this is their office, which 1 trust they will faith- 
fully perform, long after we (that is, all that is juortal of 
us,) are mouldered in our graves.'* ^ 

, — • Wordmorth to Lady Beaumont^ 1807. 
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Se6tION I (1385—1689.)^ 


THE MOeND OP GOOD WOMBN.-PBOLOGXnR 
The poet lores books, bni: loves the dsis^ more. 

And as for me, thongh than I kon bnt Ijte, 
On bokSs for to rede I me ddlyte, 

And to hem yive I feyth and fal credence, 
And in myn herte hare hem in reverence 
So hertely, that ther is gamS noon 
That fro my bckus maketh me to goon, 

But jt be seldotn on the holy day, 

Swe, certeynly, when that the moneth of Ha^ 
Is comen, and that T here the foolls eyjage, 

10 And that the fi<i|irSa gynnen for io sprynge, 
Saresrel my boke, and my dcsrocioiin! 

Kow have I than snche a oondicionn. 

That of alle the flonrSe in the mode, 

Than love I most thise flonrSs white and rede^ 
Snche as men oallen day8ye8.iii her tomu 
To Iwm have I so gret afe&ionn, 
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As 1 sejde crs^, whan comen is the May, 

That, in my bod ther daweth me no day, 

That I nam up and walkyng in the mode, 

20 To seen this flouro ayein the sonne sprede, 
Whan it up ryseth erly by the moi we ; 

lisful sight softoneth al my sor\^*, 

I, whan that 1 have presence 
i^n it alle reverence, 
of alle ffoures flour, 
iid vertue and honour, 

^.iSke faire, and fressli ofjxewc. 
fjft^it, and ever ylike newe, 
shal, til that myn herto dye ; 
swere I nat of this I wol nat lye, 

Ther lovedo no wight hotter in Lis ly ve. 

And, whan that hit ys evo, I renne blyve, 

As sone as ever the sonnS gynneth wesfce, 

To seen this flour, how it wol go to reste, 

For fere of nyght, so liateth she derknesse ! 

Hire chore is ploynly sprad in the brightnesso 
Of the somie, for ther yt wol unclose. 

Allas, that I ne had Bnglyssh, ryme, or prose,* 
Suiflsant this flour to preyse aryght ! 

But hclpcth, ye that han konn;^g and myght, 
Te lovers, that kan make of sentement ; 

In this cas^ oghten ye bo diligent, 

To forthren mo somwhat in my labour, 

Whothitf ye ben with* the leef or with the flour, 
For wel I wot, that ye han herbiforn 
Of makyngo ropen, and lad awey the com ; 

And 1 coiho after, glenyng hero and there, 

And am ful glad yf i.may fynde an ere • 

Of any goodly word that ye nan left* 


40 
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50 And thogh it happen me reheroen eft 
That yo han in your frossh^ song^s $ayd, 

Forbereth mo, and both not evil apayd, 

Syn that yo see I do yt in the honour 
Of lovo, and oke in service of the flour, 

Whom thali I serve as I have wit or myght. 

She is tho olerenosso and the verray lyght, 

Thai in this derkc worlde me wynfc and lodyth, 

The hert in- with my sorwful brest yow diedith. 
And lovoth so sore, that ye ben verrayly 
60 The maistresse^of my wit, and nothing L 
My Word, my werfces, ys knyt so in your bond 
Thai, as an harpe obcicth to the bond 
That maketh it souno after his fyngerynge, 
liyght so mo ^Vo ye oute of myn herto bringe 
Swich vois, ryght as yow lyst, to laugho or pleyno ; 
Bo yo myn gide, and lady soveroyno. 

As to my erthely God, to yow I calle, 

Botho in this werko, and in my sorwos alle. * . . 
Ho falls a&lcep, and dreams that he sees the God of Love 
leading iii Queen Aloestis, clad like the daisy. 

Whan that the sonno out of the south gan weste, 
70 And that this flojir gan close, and goon to rcsto, 

For dorknesso of the nyght, tho which she dredde, 
Hetno to myn house ful swiftly I me spedde 
To goon to resto, and erly for to ryse, 

To seen this flour sprede, as I devyse. 

And in a litel herber that I have, 

That benched was on turves f ressho ygrave, 

I bad men sholde me my conche make ; 

For deyntee of the newe somcres sake, 

I ba4 hem strawen flour^s qb my bed. 

60 Whan I was leyd, and had myn eyen hed, 
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1 fel on slepo, an honre or twoo, 

Mo metto how T lay in fcho medowe thoo, 

To seen this flour that I love so and dredo ; 

And from a-fer como walkyng in tho mede 
Tho God of Love, and in his hando a inno, 

And she was clad in real habit grcnc ; 

A fret of gold she haddo next her hecr, 

And upon that a wbit.coroune she beer, 

With flourouns smale, and that 1 shal not lye, 
90 For al the world ryght as a dayesye 
Ycoronned ys with white le\es lyte, 

So were the flowrouns of hire corouno white j 
For of 00 porle, fyne, oriental, 

Hire white eoroune was imaked al, * 

For which the white coronne above the grono 
Made hire lyke a dayesio for to <seiie, 

Considered eke hir fret of goldc above. 

Yclothod was this luyghty God of Love 
In silko, cnbrouded ful of gri^ne gicvcs, 

100 In- with a fret of rede rose loves, 

Tho fresshest syn tho ^vorld was first begoiaio- 
His gilte here was coroned with a ?^oime 
In stedo of gold, for hovynes<i6 aijd wyghto ; 
Therwith me thoght his face shoon so hrighK} 
That wol nnnothes myg^ tc T him bcholde; <• 
And in lus«hand mo thoghtc I saugh him holde 
Twoo firy dartes/ as the glebes rc^e, 

And aungelyke hys Wynges saugh T sprede. * 
And, al be Jthat rncm soyn that blynd ys he, 

110 Algato me thoghte that he myghte se ; 

For stornoly on mo he gan byholdc, 

So that his loking deo];h myn herte colde. 

And by the hando ho held this noble queue, 
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Coronod with white, and clothed al iu greno, 

So womanly, so benigno, and so moke, 

That in this world, thogh that men wolde seke. 
Half of hire heaut6 shuldo mon nat fyndo 
In creiituro that formed ys by kynde. 

And thorf«re may I seyn, as thynketh me, 

120 This song in preysyng of this lady fre. — Chaucer* 

n. # 

THE CANTilRBUfiY TALES-EROM TTIB PBOLOOUB^ 
Whan that April le with his schowres swoote 
The drought of Marehe had pcrced to the rooto. 
And bathed every vcync in swich licour, 

Of which vortuo engendred is the flour ; 

Whan Zephirus cok with his swote breethe 
Suspired hatk in every liolte and beethe 
The tendre cropix^s, and the yongg sonno 
Hath in the Ram his halfe coura i-ronne, 

And fowles makon melodie, 

10 That slepen al the night with open eye, 

So prikoth hem nature in here corages : — 

Than longen folk to gon on pilgrimages, 

And palmers for to seeken straunge strondes, 

To feme halwes; kouthe in sondry londes ; 
And*Bpecially, from every schires endo 
Ot Engelond, to Caunterbtiiy they wende, . 

The holy blisfal martir for to sceke, 

That hem hath holpen whan that they were seeke, 
Byfel that, in that sesoun on a day, 

20 In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay, • 

Redy to w*enden on my pilgrimage • 

To Canlitfirbury with ful devQut corage, 

* Lines 1 \o 42*out of 8C0« 
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At night was come into that hostelryo 
Wcl nync and twenty in a compainye, 

Of sondry folk, by aventnro i-fallo 
In felawescliipe, and pilgryms were they alle, 

That toward Cauntorbury Avoldeii ryde ; 

The chambres and the fifcables woren wy ie, 

And wel we weri'n esod attii bestc. 

30 And schortlj’*, whan the sonni* was to roste, 

So hadde I spoken with hem cverychon, 

That I was of here felawcschipc anon, 

And made forward erly for to Vyso, 

To take onr wey thei* as I yow dovj'so. 

But natholos, wliil I have tymo and space, 

Or that I foriyher in this tali* pace, 

Mo tliinkcth it a(?ordaunt to resonnjp 
To telle yow al the condicioun 
Of eche of hem, so as it semedo mo, 

40 And whieho they weren, and of what degre ; 

And eck in what arrfly that they were Jr ac ; 

And at a knight than wol I first bygynne. — Gluimcr, 

III. 

THE KNKUIT AND THE SQfnUK.* 

A Knight ther was, and that k w^orthy man, 

That from tlio tyme that he first bigan 
To ryden oat, ho lovedo chy valrye, 

. Trouthe and honpur, fredom and curtcisye. 

Ful worthy was he iu his lordiis w'^erre, 

And therfco hadde he rideii, no man forre, 

As wel in ©ristendom as iu hethonosso, 

And evcr.honoured for his worthinesse. 

At Alisaundre he was 'whan it w:is wonn%, 

* Idnea 43 tolOO ot the Prologue^ 
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10 Ful oftS tymo he hadde the herd bygonne 
Abovon alio naciouns in Pruco- 
In Lettowe hadde he reysed and in Euce, 

ITo Cristen man so ofto of his degre. 

Til Gemado atto siege haddo he bo 
Of Algesir, and riden in Belmaric. 

At Lieys was he, and at Satalic, 

Whan they were wonne ; ayd in the Greote see 
At many a noble arivo hadde he be. 

At mortal bataillcs hadde he ben fiftene, 

20 And foughten for our feith at Tramassene 
In iystoa tbri<*s, and ay slayn his foo. 

Tliia ilkt3 worthy knight hadde ben also 
Somtymo with the lord of Palatyo, 

Agoyn another ho then in Tnrkyo ; 

And evermore Jie haddo a sovereyn prys. 

An4 though that ho was wortliy, ho was wys. 
And of his port as moke as is a maydo,* 

Ho nevbf« yit no vilcinyo no sayde 
In al his lyf, unto no manor wight. 

30 He was a verray porfight gentil knight. 

Birt for to tellen you of his array, 

His hors was good, but ho no was nought gay. 
Of fiistyan he woredc a gepoun 
AJ bysmotered with his habergeoun. 

For ho was lato ycome from his viage^ 

And wente for^o doon his pilgrimage. 

With him ther was his souo, a yong Squyer^ 
A lovyore, and a lusty bachelor, 

With lokkes crullo as they were leyd in presse. 
40 Of twenty yeer of ago ho was, I gesse, * 

Of his stifture he was of even lengthe, 

And wonderly delyvcr, and gret of strengthe* 
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And he hadde ben somtjme in ohivachye, 

In Flanndreg, in Artoys, and Picardye, 

And born him wol, as of so litel space, 

In hope to stonden in his lady grace. 

Embrowded was he, as it were a mode 
A1 ful of fresshe floures, white and reeciu 
Syngyngo ho was, or floytynge, al the day ; 

50 He was as fressh as is, the moneth of May. 

Schort was his gonno, with sleeves longe and wydo. 
Wei cowde he sitto on hors, and faire rydo. 

Ho cowde songes make and wel eijditc, 

Juste and eek daunce, and wel purireye and write. 
So hote ho lovede, that by nightertaJe 
Ho sleep no more than doth a nightyngalo. 

Curteys he was, lowly, and servysabb, 

And carf byforn his fader at the table. — Chaucer* 

• TV. 

TUB I’AUSON.* 

A GOOD man was ther of religioun, 

And was a pourb Persoon of a toun ; 

But riche he was of holy thought and work. 

He was also a lerned man, a clerk, 

That Cristbs gospel trewely woldo preche ; , 

His parischens devoutly woldo he tcche. ^ 
Benigno ho was, and wonder diligent, 

And in adversity ful pacient ; ^ 

And such he was i -proved of to sithes. 

10 Ful loth were him to curse for his tythes. 

But rather wolde he yoven, out of dowte, 

Unto his pourb parisschens aboute, 

Of his offryngo, and '^ek of his Bubstautfce. 

* Idnea 479 to 530 of the 
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He cowde in litel thing han aiifflsaunce* 

Wyd was his parischo, and houses fer asonder, 

Bat he no laftS not for reyne ne thonder, 

In siknosse nor in mesohiof to visite 
Tho ferresto in his parissche, mocho and lite, 

Upon his^eet, and in his hond a staf. 

20 This noble cnsample to his scheep he yaf, 

That first he wroughte, and afterward he taughte, 
Oat o£ the gospel he tho wordes caughte, 

And this figure he addede cek therto> 

That if gold ijistlS what schal yren doo ? 

For if a prest be foul, on whom we truste. 

No wonder is a lowed man to ruste ; , 

Ami schamc it is, if that a pi’eat tak keep, 

* A filthy ficbepherdo and a cleni) scheep ; 

Wol oughte a prest ensample for to yive, 

30 By, his clennesso, how that his scheep schulde lyve. 
He settc not his benefice to hyre, 

And ISfeWiis scheep encomhred in tho myre, 

And ran to London e, unto soynte Ponies, 

To sceken him a chaunterio for soulos, 

Or with a bretherhede to ben withholde; 

But dwelte at boom, and kepte wel his folde, 

So ^hat the wolf ne made it not myscarye ; 

Jfe was a schepherd and no merconarie. 

And though he holy were, and vertupus, 

40 He was to sinful man nought despitous, 

Ne bf his speche daungeroiis ne digno, 

But in his teching disci'ct and benigne. 

To draw© folk to heven by fairuesse ; 

By good ensample, this was his busynbsse ; 

But it w^re eny porsone ob§Clnat, 

What 80 he were, of high or lowe estat, 
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J3im wolde lie snybbe scbarply for tbe nones* 

A better precst, T trowe, tber nowber non is. 

H© way tede after no pompc and reverence, 

50 N"© makede him a spiced conscience, 

But Cristes lore, and liis aposik? twelve, 

He taught e, but first ho folwedo it hai^.^lvo. 

— Ohvtoer 

i»V. 

(JOOD COirKSKLL.* 

Flto fro the pres, and dwcllo w'iih ^othfaslnesse ; 
Suffice thee thy good, though liit be sinal; 

For hord hath liato, and clyinbyng iikelnesse, 

Pres hath envye, and welo blunt over ah 
Savour no more then thee behove shal ; 

Do wel thy-solf that other folk can*st rede, 

7 And trouthe thee slial doly vor, hit ys no dredq. 

Peynii thee not eche evoked to redresso 
In trust of hir that turneth as a bal, 

Grot restti stant in lytil besynessc ; 

Bewar also to spnrno a^^cin a nal, 

S try VO not as doth a crokke with a wal ; 

Dannto thy-selfc that da un test otheres dede, 

14 And trouthe thee shal delyver, hit is no drede. 

That thee is sent receyv© in buxurnnesso, 

The wi’asteling of .this world asketh a fal ; 

Heer is no homej heer^is but wylderiiesse. 

Forth pilgrime, forth ! forth best, out of thy stal ! 
Loke up on hye, at I thonko God of al ; 

Woyvo thy lust, and let thy gost thee ledo, 

21 And trouthe shal thee del jver, hit is no- drede. 

* Said to hare be^n written by Chaucer on his death-bed. 
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INTRODUCTION TO THJS FLOWMS Am THE LEAF* 

When that Phoebus his chair of gold so lugh 
Had whirled up the starry sky aloft-, 

And in fhc Bull was entered certainly ; 

When sho\vci*s sweet of rain descended soft, 

Causing the ground, felo^timos and oft, 

Up for to give many an virholesomo air, 

7 And every plaine was yclothed fair 

Witli newo gteen, and maketh smallo flowers 
To springen, here and there, in frcld and mead ; 

So very good and w'holesonio be the shovrors, * 

That they renewon tliat was old and dead 
In winter time ; and out of ovory seed 
Springctli thft horho, so that every wight 
14 Of this season waxeth right glad and. light, 

And*S’t«J, glade of the season sweet 
WTas happd thus ; upon a certain night, 

As I lay in my bed, sleep full unmeet 
Was unto nw ; but why that I no might 
Rest, I no wist ; for there n’ ’as earthly wight, 

As I suppose, had more of hevtis ease 
21|,Than I, for I ii’ ’ad sickness nor disease. 

Wherefore I marvelled great^ of rflyself 
That I so long withouten sleepe lay, 

And up I rose three houres after twelve, 

About the springing of the gladsome day. 

And on I put my gear and mine arr%y, 

• Out of 85 stanzas. Th^ Flower^ and the Lea/y usually attributed, 
to Chaucer, was written by a lady about 1450. 
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And to a pleasant grove I gan to pass, 

28 Long or the bright sun uprisen was ; 

In which were oakes great, straight as a line, 
Under the which the grass sc fresh of hue 
Was newly sprung, and an eight foot or nine 
Every tree well from his fellow grew, 

With branches broad, laden with leaves new, 

That springen out agen^ the sonne sheen, 

•35 Some very red, and some a glad light green. 

Which, ns me thought, was a right pleasant sight ; 
And eke the burdis songis for to heilr, 

Wonld have rejoiced any earthly wight, 

And I, that couthe not yet in no manere 
Hearen the nightingale of all the year. 

Full busily hearkened with heart and ‘ear 
42 If I her voice perceive could anywhere. 

And at the last a path of little bredc 
I found, that greatly had not used be, ^ 

For it forgrowen was with grass and weed, 

That well unnoath a wighte might it see. 

Thought I, this path some whider go'th, parde ! 
And so I followed till it me brought 
♦ 49 To a right pleasant herbir well y wrought ; 

That benched was, and with turves new 
Freshly turved, whereof the greene grass 
So small, so thick, so soft, so fresh of hue, 

That most like to green wool, wot I, it was ; 

The hedge also that yeden in compass, 

And closed iiir alle the gi*een herbere 
•56 With sycamore was Set and eglaterO. 

Within, in fere so well and cunningly, " 

That every branch and leaf grew by measure 
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Plain as a boardt of an height by and by ; 

1 see nerer a thing, I yon ensure, 

So well ydone ; for he that took the euro 
It for to make, 1 trow, did all his pain, 

63 To make it pass all tho that men have seen. 

And I that all this pleasant sight see, 

Thought sodainly I felt so swete an air 
Of tho eglantcre, that, certainly, 

There is no hert, I deme, in such dispair, 

Wo yet with thoughts froward and contrairo 
So overlaid, but it should sone have bote, 

70 If it bad ones felt this savour soto. — Ano/t. 

VII. . 

NO Age conten'J' with his own estate, 

AVn now THE AGE OF CHILDBEW IS THE Hil'PIEST, IP TUEY HAD SKILL TO KNOW IT., 

Laid in my quiet bed, in study as I y^ere, 

I sa^-^tethin my troublecl head a heap of thoughts 
appear. 

And every tliought did show so lively in mine eyes, 
That now I* sighed, and then I smiled, as cause of 
thought did^rise. 

I saw the little boy, and thonght how oft that ho 
J)id wish of God, to scape the rod, a tall young man 
to be ; 

The young man eke, that feels his bones with pains 
oppressed, • 

How ho w^ould be a rich old man, to live and lie 

• • 

at rest ; 

The rich old man, that sees his end draw on so sore, 

10 How hd would be^a biyrfgain, to live so much tho 
more. 
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Whereat full oft I smiled, to see how all those three, 
Prom hoy to man, from man to boy, would chop and 
change degree. 

And, musing thus, I think the case is very strange, 
That man from wealth, to live in v'oc, doth ever seek 
to ohjinge. • 

Thus thoughtful as I lay, I saw my withered skin, 
How it doth show' my dented choAvs, the flesh was 
worn so thin. 

And eko my toothless chaps, the gates of my right way, 
That opes and shuts as I do speak, do^thus unto me say : 

‘ Thy white and hoarish hairs, the messengers of age, 
20 Thp,t show, like lines of true belief, that this life doth 
assuage, 

Bid thee Jay hand and feel them hanging on thy cliin. 
The which doth write tAvo ages past, the third now 
coming in. 

Hang up therefore the bit of thy young wanton time ; 
And thou, that thcreiii beaten art, ,the, ^ -.ppiest life 
define,' 

Whereat I sighed, and said ; ‘ Farewell, my wonted joy, 
Truss up thy pack and trudge from me, to •every 
little boy, 

And tell them thus from me, their time most happy is, 
If, to their time, thc^ reason had to know tho truth 
of this.' — Surrey, 


\in. 

SLEEP. 

By him lay heavy Sleep, the cousin of Death, 
Plat on the ground, and still as any stone, 

A very corpse, save yielding forth a breath, 
Small keep took he, whom Fortune frowned on, 
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NIGHT. 




Or whom she lifted up into the throne 
Of high renown, but as a living death, 

7 So, dead alive, of lifo he drew tho breath. 

The body’s rest, the quiet of the heart, 

The travail’s case, tho still night’s fear was he, 

And of our life on earth the better part, 

Iteaver of sight, and yet in whom we see 
Things oft that tide, and dft that never be, 

Without respect, esteeming equally 
11 King Croesus’ pomp, ilud Inis’ poverty.* 

* — Sackville^ 

ix. 


. N lOHT. 

0 Njoht, the case of care, the pledge ojE pleasttx*o, 
Desire^ best mean, harvost,iof hearts aft’ccied, 

The seat peace, the throne which is erected 
Of human life to be tho quiet measure ; 
lie victor still of Phoebus’ golden treasure, 

Who hath our sight with too much sight infected; 
Whose light is Cause we have our lives neglected, 
Turning all Nature’s course to self displeasure, 
ttioso stately stars in their now shining faces, 

With sinless sleep, and silence wisdom’s mother, 
Witness his wrong which by thy help is eased ; 

Thou art, therefore, of these our desorb places 
The sure refuge ; by thee and by no other 
My soul is blest, sense joyed, and fortivne raised. 

p , — Sidney^ 
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X. 

TO THE MOON. 

With how sad steps, O Mood, thou climb'st the skies ! 
How silently, and with how wan a face ! 

What, may it be that even in heavenly |>laco 
That busy archer his sharp arrows tries ! 

Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes 
Can judge of love, thoH feeFst a lover’s case, 

I read it in thy looks ; thy languisht grace, 

To mo, that feel the like, thy state descries. 

Then, even of fellowship, 0 Moon, /.ell mo. 

Is constant love deemed there but want of wit ? 

Are beauties there as proud as hero they be ? 

Do they above love to be loved, and yet 
Those lovers scorn whom that love do’th possess ? 

Do they call virtue there ungintefulnessP — Sidney. 

. XL 

TO SLEEP. 

Come, Sleep ! 0 Sleep, the certain knot of peace, 

The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe. 

The poor man’s wealth, the prisonon’s release, . 

Th’ indifferent judge between the high and low ; 

With shield of proof shield me from out the press 
Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth throw. , 

0 make in nae those civil w^ars to cease ; 

1 will good tribute- pay, if thou do ?o. 

Take thou of me. smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 

A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light, 

A rosy garland and a weary /lead ; 

And if these things, as being thine in right, 

Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in^me, 

Livelier than elsewhere,' Stella’s image see.— Sidney. 
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XII. 

FOBGBT NOT YKT. 

Forget not; yet the tried intent 
Of such a truth as I have meant ; 

My great travail so gladly spent, 

• Forget not yet ! 

Forget not yet when first began 
The weary life ye knojv, since whan, 

The suit, the service, none tell can ; 

8 Forget not yet ! 

Forget not yet the great assays, 

The cruel wrong, the scornful ways, 

The painful patience in delays, ^ 

. * Forget not yet ! 

Forget not ! oh ! forget not this. 

How long •ago hath been, and is 
'The mind that never meant amiss ^ 

ItJ ^ Forget not yet ! 

Forge? not then thine own approved, 

The which so long hath thee so loved, 

, Whose steadfast faith yet never moved ; 

Forget not yet ! — Wijait. 

XIII. 

THE NIGHTINGALE. 

The nightingale, as soon as April bringeth 
Unto her re^cd senso a perfect waking, 

While late bare earth, proud pf ne\^ clothing, springeib, 
Sings out her woes, a thorn her song-book making, 
And mournfully bewailing, 

Her throat in tunes expresseth • 

What grief her breast oppresseth 
For Tereus* force on her chaste will prevailing. 
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0 Philomela fair, 0 take some gladness, 

That here is juster cause of plaintful sadness ; 

Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth ; 

12 Thy thorn without, my thorn my heart invadeth. 

-^Sidney. 


XIV. 

HOPE DEFERRED.* 


Pull little knoweat tbpu, that hast not tried, 

What hell it is in suing long to bide ; 

To lose good days, that might be better spent, 

To waste long nights in pensive discontent ; 

To speed to-day, to be put back to-morrow, 

To feed on hope, to pine with fear and sorrow ; 

To have thy Prince’s gi*aco, yet want her peers’, 

To have thy asking, yet wait many ^^fears ; 

To fret thy soul with crosses and with cares, 

10 To eat thy heart through comfortless despairs j 
To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to run, 

To spend, to give, to Want, to be under w. — Spenstr, 


XV. 

A DIRGE, • 

Ring out your bells, let mourning shows be spread ; 
Por Love is dead ; 

All Love is dead, infected 
With plague of deep disdain ; 

Worth, as nought worth, rejected, 

And Faith fair scom^doth gain. 

From so ungrateful fancy, 

From sucii a female frenzy. 

From them that use men thus, 

Good Lord, deliver us I iw 

* From Mother Hi»hherd*8 Tale, oat of 1388 lines. 
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i 

Weep, neighbours, weep ; do you not hear it said 
That Love is dead ? 

Hia death-bed, peacock's folly ; 

His winding-sheet is shame ; 

His will, false-seeming wholly ; 

His sole e!cecator, blame. 

From so ungrateful fancy, 

From such a female frenzy, 

From them that use men thus, 

20 • Good Lord, deliver us ! 

Let dirge be sifng, and trentals rightly read, 

For Love is dead ; 

SJir Wrong his tomb ordaineth 
My mistress’ marble heart ; 

Which epitaph coutaineth, 

* Her eyes were once his dart.’ 

From so ungrateful fancy, 

From such a female frenzy, 

From them that use men thus, 

30 Good Lord, deliver us ! 

Alas, I lie ; rage hath this error bred ; 

Love is not dead ] 

Love is not dead, but sleepctfa, 

In her unmatched mind, 

Where she his counsel kcepeth. 

Till due deserts she find. 

Therefore from so vilb fandy, 

To call such wit a frenzy, 

Who Love can temper thus, ^ 

40 Good Lord, deliver us ! •^Sidney , 
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YVI. 

CUPID AND CAMPASPE. 

Cupid and my Campaspe played 
At cards for kisses ; Cupid paid ; 

Ho stakes his quiver, bow, and arrows, 

His mother^s doves, and team of sparrows ; 

Loses them too ; then down he throws 
The coral of his lip, the rose 
7 Growing on his cheek (but none knows how) ; 

With these, the crystal of his brow, 

And then the dimple on his chin 
All these did my Campaspe win. 

At last he set her both his eyes — 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

O Love ! has she done this to thee"? 

14 What shall, alas ! become of me ? •^Lyhj. 

XVII. 

TAMBURLAINE. 

Of stature tall, and straightly fashioned, 

Like his desire, lift upwards and divine ; 

So large of limbs, his Joints so strongly knit, 

Such breadth of shoulders as might mainly bear 
Old Atlas’ burden ; ’twixt, his manly pitch, 

A pearl more worth than all the world, is placed, 
Wherein by curious sovereignty qf art 
Are fixed his piercing instruments of sight, 

Whose fiery circles bear encompassed 
] 0 A heaven of heavenly bodies in their spheres, 

That guides his steps and actions to the throne, . 
Where honour sits invested royally ; • 

Pale of complexion, wrought in him with passion, 
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Thirsting with sovereignty and love of arms ; 

His lofty brows in folds do hguro death, 

And in their smoothness amity and life ; 

About them hangs a knot of amber hair, 

Wrapped in curls, as fierce Achilles' was, 

On whicB tho breath of heaven delights to play, 

20 Making it dance with wanton majesty ; 

His arms and fingers lon^and sinewy, 

Betokening valour and excess of strength ; 

•In every part proportioned like the man 
Should make ^he world subdued to Tamburlaine. 

— Matlowa. 


xvm. 


MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS. 

My mind to me a kingdom is, . 

Such present joys therein I find, 

* That it excels all other bliss , 

That earth affords Qr grows by kind ; 
Thoilfeh much I want which most would have, 
6 Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 

, No princely pomp, no wealthy store, 

No force to win the victory, 

No wily wit to salve a sore, 

No shape to feed a loving eye ; 

To none of these I yield as thrall ; 

12 For why ? My mind doth serve for all. 

• I see how plenty surfwts oft, 

And hasty climbers soon do fall ; 

I see that those which are aloft 
Mishap doth thi'eaten most of hll ; 

Tk^ get with toil, th^y keep with fear; 

18 Such cares my mimf could never bear. . 
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Content to live, this is mj stay ; 

I seek no more than may snflSce ; 

I press to bear no haughty sway ; 

Look, what I lack my mind supplies ; 

Lo, thus I triumph like a king, 

24 Content with that my mind doth Wing.- 

Some have too much, yet still do crave ; 

1 little have, and seek, no more. 

They are but poos, though much they have, 

And I am rich with little store ; "" 

They poor, I rich ; they beg, k give ; 

30 They lack, I leave ; they pine, 1 live. 

I laugh not at another's loss ; « 

I grudge not at another's pain ; 

No worldly waves my mind can toss ; 

My state at one doth still remain ; 

I fear no foe, I fawn no friend ; 

36 1 loathe not ]ife,*nor dread my enjt» 

Some weigh their pleasure by their lust, 

Their wisdom by their rage of will ; 

Their treasure is their only trust ; 

A cloaked craft their store of skill : 

But all the pleasux*e that 1 find • 

42 Is to maintain a qniet mind. 

My wealth is. health and perfect ease ; 

My conscience^clear my chief defence { 

I neither seek by bribes to please, 

Nor by deceit to breed offence ; 

Thus Ao 1 live ; thus will I die; 

48 Would all did so as well as I ! ^ ^Dyer, 
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XIX, 

THE FAEJtr QUSBKE-Tm INTRODUCTION. 

A OBNTLB Knight was pricking on the plaine, 
Ycladd in mightie armes and silver sbielde, 
Wherein old dints of deepB woundes did romaine, 
The craell markes of many a bloody fielde ; 

Yet armes till that time did he never wield. 

His angry steede did chide his foming bitt^ 

As much disdayning to the curbe to yield ; 

Full jolly knight he seemd, and faire did sitt, • 

9 As one for knightly giosts and fierce encounters fitt. 

And on his brest a bloodie Crosse he bore, 

The deare remembrance of his dying Lord, 

For* whose sweete sake that glorious b^dgu he wore, 
And dead, as living, ever him adored ; 

Upon his ^ield tlie like was also scored, 

For soveraine hope which in his helpe he had. 

Bij^ht faithfull true he was in deede and word, 

But of his cheere did seeme too solemno sad ; 

18 Yet nothing did* he dread, but ever was ydrad. 

• 

^ Upon 5 great adventure he was bond, 

That greatest Gloriana to him gave, . 

(That greatesit Glorious Queene of Faezy lond) 

To Winne him worshippe, and her grace to have, 
Which of all earthly thinges he most did crave ; 
And ever as he rode his hart did eame 
To prove his puissance in battell bravb 
Upon his*foo, and his new fp^ce to leame, 

Upon his foe, a Dragon horrible and stearne* 
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A lovely Ladie rode him faire beside, 

Upon a lowly Asse more white then snow, 

Yet she much whiter ; but the same did hide 
Under a vole, that wimpled was full low ; 

And over all a blacke stole shee did throw ; 

As one that inly mournd, so was she 
And hoavie sate upon her palfrey slow ; 

Seemed in heart some hidden care she had, 

36 And by her, in a lino, a milkowhite lambe she lad. 

So pure and innocent, as that same lambe, 

She was in life and every vertuousdore ; 

And by descent from Royall lynage came 
Of ancient Kinges and Queenes, that had of yore 
Their scepters stretcht from East to Westerne shore. 
And all the world in their subjeotion'held ; 

Till that infernall feond with foule uprore 
Forwasted all their land, and them expcld ; 

45 Whom to avenge she had this Knight from far compeld . 

Behind her farre away a Dwarfo dicTlag, 

That lasie scemd, in being ever last, 

Or wearied with bearing of her bag 
Of needments at his backe. Thus as they past, 

The day with cloudes was suddeine overcast, 

And angry Jove an hideous stormo of r^ne 
Did poure into his Leman^ lap so fast, 

That everio wight to shrowd it did constrain ; 

54 Andthisfaii'O coupleeke to shroud themselves were fain. 
Enforst to seeke some covert nigh at band, 

A shadie grove not farr away they spide, 

That proimst ayde the tempest to withstand ; 

Whose loftie trees, yclad with sommert pride, 

Did spred so broad, that heavens light did hide, , 
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« 

Not perceablo with power of any starr ; 

And all within were pathes and alleies wide, 

With footing wome, and leading inward farr. 

63 Faire harbour that them seems, so in they entred ar. 


And foojth they passe, with pleasure forward led 
Joying to heare the birdea sweete harmony, 

Which, therein shrouded from the tempest dred, 
Soemd in their song to scoitie tho cruell sky. 

Much can they praise the trees so straight and by, 
Tlie sayling Pine ; the Cedar proud and tall ; 

The vine-propp*Elm 0 ; the Poplar never dry; 

The builder Oake, sole king of forests all ; 

72 The Aspine good for staves ; the Cypresse f unerAll ; 
The Lauroy, meed of raightie Oonquerours 
And Poets sage; tho Fir re that weepeth still ; 

The Willow, wdrno of forlorno Paramours ; 

The Eugh, obedient to the benders will^ 

The Birch for shaftes ; the fibllow for tho mill ; 

Tho Mirrho^woete-bleeding in the bitter wound ; 
Tho warlike Beooh ; the Ash for nothing ill ; 

The fruitful Olive; and the Platane round ; 

81 The carver Holme; the Maple sooldom inward sound. 


90 


Lqd with delight, they thus beguile the way, 

Untill the blustring storme is overblowne; 

When, weening to rotume whence they did stray, 
They cannot fii^de that path, which first was showne, 
But wander too and fro in Unknowne, 

Furthest from end then, when they neerest weenc, 
That makes them doubt their wits be not their owne ; 
So many pathes, so many tamings seeive, 

That which of them to take ipnliveres doubt they been* 
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BONNET ON TSB FASRT qiTSEyE, 


Methought I saw the grave where Laura lay, 

Within that temple where the vestal iilame 
Was wont to bum ; and, passing by that way, 

To see that buried dust of living fame. 

Whose tomb fair Love and fairer Virtue kept, 

All suddenly I saw tb^ Fairy Queen ; 

7 At whose approach the soul of Petrarch wept, 

And from thenceforth those graces were not see^/i, 

For they this Queen attended ; inAvhoso stead 
Oblivion laid him down on Laura's hearse. 

Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed, 

And groans of buried ghosts the heavens did pierce ; 

Where Homer’s spright did tremble all for grief, 

14 And cursed the access of that celestial thief. 

■-^Raleigh, 


XXI. 


CONTENT. 

• Sweet are the thoughts that savour of content ; 

The quiet mind is richer than a crown ; 

Sweet are the nights in careless slumber spent ; 

The poor estate scorns fortune’s angry frown ; 

Such sweet content, such minds, such sleep, such bliss, 
0 B^gars enjoy, when prinv.es oft do miss. 

The homely house that harbours , quiet rest ; 

The cottage that affords no pride nor card ; 

The mean that ’groes with country music best ; 

The sweet consort of mirth and music’s fare ; 
0b8cured*^li£e sets down a type of bliss ; 

12 A mind content both crown and kingdom is. 

-^Greene. 
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XXII. 

THE BBVBK HKADXY SINS. 

Sudden upriseth from her stately place 
The royall Dame,* and for her coche doth call ; 

All hartlen forth ; and she with princely pace, 

As faire Aflrora in her purple pall 

Out of the East the dawping day doth call. 

So forth she comes ; her br^htness brodc doth blaze. 
The heapea of people, thronging in the hall, 

Doe ride each other upon her to gaze ; 

9 Her glorious g)itter and light doth itU men’s eies 
amaze. 

So forth she comes, and to her coche does clyrae; 
Tha{ seemed as fresh as Mora in her prime 
And strove to match, in royall rich array, 

Great Juno’s golden chayre ; the which, they say, 

The gods stand gazing on, when she does ride 
To Jove’s high house througl^heaven’s brasspaved way 
Drawuo of myro Pecocks, that excell in pride, 

18 And full of Argus eyes their tayles dispredden wide- 

But this was drawne of six unequall beasts, 

On which her six sage counsollours did ryde, 

Taught to obay their l)estiall beheasts, 

With* like conditions to their kindes applyde, 
Of*which the first, that all the rest did guyde, 

Was sluggish Idlbnesse, the nourse of sin ; 

Upon, a slouthfifll Asse he chose to ryde, 

Arrayd in habit blacke, and amis tlbin, 

27 Like to an holy Monck, the service to*begm. 

And in his hand his Portesse still he baire, 

« _ - - , > . 

* The * royal Dame* is Dimssa^or Pride, and she and her six 
oounsellora represent the seven deadly sins- 
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That much was worne, but therein little redd ; 

For of devotion he had little care, 

Still drownd in sleepe, and most of his daios dedd; 
Scarse coaid he once uphold his heavio hedd, 

To looken whether it were night or day. 

May seeme that wayne was very evil !e<Ii, 

When such an one had guiding of the way, 

36 That know not whether right he went, or else astray. 

J’rom wordly cares himselfe ho did esioyno, 

And greatly shunned manly exercise ; 

From everie work he chalanged ftssoyne, 

For contemplation sake ; yet otherwise 
His life he led in lawlesse riotise, 

By which he grew to grievous malady ; 

For in his lustlesse limbs, through evill guise, 

A shaking fever raignd continually, 

45 Such one was Idlenesse, first of this comx>any* 

And by his side rode loathsome Gluttont, 

Deformed creature, on a filthio swyne. 

His belly was upblowne with luxury, 

And eke with fatnesse swollen were his eyne ; 

And a like a Crane his necke was long and fyne, 

I With which ho swallowed up excessive feast, 

For want whereof poore people oft did pyne ; 

And all the way, most Lke a brutish beast, 

54 Ho spued op his gorge, that all did him deteast. 

In greene vine leaves he was right fitly clad, 

For other clothes he could not weare for heate ; 

And on his head an } vie girland had, 

From under which fast trickled downe the sweat. 
Still as he rode her somewhat still did eat, 

And in his hand did beare a boosing cani 
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Of which he sup6 so oft^ that on his seat 
His dronken .corse he scarse upholden can ; 

63 In shape and life more like a monster then a man. 
Unfit ho was for any worldly thing, 

And eko unhable once to stiiTO or go ; 

• Not meet ft be of counsell to a king, 

Whose mind in meat and drinke was drowned so, 
That, from his friend he seldome knew his fo. 

Full of diseases was his carcas blew, 

^d a dry dropsio through his flesh did flow, 

Which by misdjet daily greater grew. 

72 Such one was Gluttony, the second of that crew. 
And next to him rode lustfull Lech b by 
Upon a bearded Gote, whoso rugged hoare, 

And wholly lies (the signe of gelosy,) 

Was like the person selfe whom he did bcare ; 

Who mugh, and blacke, and filthy, did appears 
Unseemely man to please fair© Ladies eye ; 

Yet he of Indies oft was loved deare, 

When fairer faces were bid standon by ; 

81 0 ! who does know the bent of women’s fantasy ? 

• ^ 

In a greene gowne he clothed was full faire, 

Which underneath did hide his filthinesse ; 

Atuf in his hand a burning hart he bare, 

Ffill of vaine follies and new fanglenesse ; 

For he was false, and fraught with ficklenesse, 
And.leamed had to lovo with secret lookes ; 

And well could daunce, and*sing with ruefulnesse ; 
And fortunes tell, and read in loving*bookes, 

90 And thousand other waies to bait his ^eshly hookes. 
Inconstant man, that loved all he saw, 

And lusted after all ftat he did love; 
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Ne would his looser life betide to law. 

But 30yd weake women’s hearts to tempt, and prove 
If from their loyal! loves he might them move ; 
Which lewdnes filld him with reprochfull pain 
Of that foule ovill, which all men reprove, 

That rots the marrow, and consumes toe braine. 

99 Such one was Lechery, the third of all this traine. 

And greedy Avarice by him did ride, 

. Upon a camell leaden all with gold ; 

Hbo iron coffers hong on either side, 

With precious metall full as they^might bold; 

And in his lap an heap of coine he told ; 

For of his wicked pelfe his God he made, 

And unto hell himselfe for money sold ; 

Accursed usury was all his trade, 

108 And right and wrong ylike in equall ballaunco waide. 

His life was nigh unto death’s dore yplaste ; ' 

^ And thred-bare cotc,^and cobled shoes, hee ware ; 

Ne scarse good morsell all his life did taste, 

But both from backc and belly still did sparOf 
To fill his bags, and richesso to compare ; 

Tot childe ne kinsman living had he none 
To leave them to; but through daily care 
To get, and nightly foare to lose his owne, 

117 He led a wretched life, nto himselfe anknowfiCr 

Most wretched wight, whom nothing might suffise ; 
Whoso greedy lust djd lacke in greatest store ; 

Whose need had end, bnt no end covetise ; 

Whose welth was wai t, whose plenty made him pore; 
Who had /jnongh, yet wished ever more ; 

A vile disease ; and eke in foote and hv*nd 
A grievous gout torme^nted him full sorOi 
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That well he could not touch, nor goe, nor stand* 

126 Such one was Avarice, the fourth of this fairs band* 

And next to him malicious Envy rode 
Upon a ravenous woIfe, and still did chaw 
Between his cankred teeth, a venomous todc, 

That all the poison ran about his chaw ; 

But inwardly he chawed his owne maw 
At neighbours* welth, that ynade him ever sad, 

For death it was, when any good he saw ; 

^d wept, that canse of weeping none he had ; 

135 But when he heard of harme he wexed wondrous glad 
All iti a kirtle of discoloured say 
He clothed was, ypaynted full of eies ; 

And? in his bosome secretly there lay 
An hatcfull Snake, the which his taile uptyes 
In many folds, find mortal sting implyes. 

Still, as he rode he gnasht his teeth to see 
Those heapes of gold with griple Covetyse ; 

And grudged at the great feiicite© 

144 Of proud Lucifera, and his owne companee* 

He hated all good workes and vertuons deeds, 

And him no leese, that any like did use ; 

And who with gr^tious bread the hungry feeds, 

» His ^Imes for want of faith be doth accuse. 

Sc^every good to bad he doth abuse ; 

And eke the verse of famous Poets* w\tt 
Ho does baekelpte, and spightfull poison spues 
From leprous mouth on all tjiat eyer writt. 

153 Such one vile Envy was, that fifte in row did sitt. 

And him beside rides fierce revenging Weath, 

Upon a Lion, loth for to be led; * 

And in hifiTband a burning bi^^nd ho hath, 

The which he brandislietb about his hed ; 
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His oies did harlo forth sparcles fiery red, 

And stared steme on all that him beheld ; 

As ashes pale of hue, and seeming ded 
And on his dagger still his hand he held, 

162 Trembling through hasty rage wheucholer in himsweld. 

His ruffin raiment all was staind with 1t)lood 
Which he had spilt, and all to rags yrent, 

Through unadvized r^shnes woxen wood ; 

For of his hands he had no governoment, 

He cared for blood in his avengement ; 

But, when the furious fit was overpast, 

His cruel facts ho often would repent ; 

Yet, wilfull man, bo never would forecast 
171 How many mischieves should ensue his hecdlesse hast* 

Full many mischiefes follow cruel Wrath ! 

Abhorred bloodshed, and tumultuous strife, 

Unmanly murder, and unthrifty scath, 

Bitter despight, with rancour’s rusty knife, 

And fretting griefe, the enemy of lif«i ; 

All these, and many evils moe haunt iro, 

The swelling Spleno and Frenzy i*aging rife, 

The sliaking Palsey, and Saint Fraunces lire. * 

180 Such one was Wrath, the last of this ungodly tire. 
And, after all, upon the wagon beame, 

Bode Satan with a smr Hing whip in hand, 

With which ho forward lasht the laesy tome, 

So oft as Slowth still in the mire did stand. 

Huge routs of peopl#^ did about them band, '' 

Showting for joy ; and still before their way 
A foggy mist had covered all the laud ; 

And, underneath their feet, all scattered lay 
189 Dead ' sculls and bones of men whose' life hd,d gone 
astray. * '-^Faerie Queene, i, 4. 
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XXIIl. 

PHILOMELA'S ODE. 

Sitting bj a river’s side, 

Where a silent stream did glide, 

Muse I did of many things, 

That the mind in qifiet brings. 

I gan til ink how some men deem 
Gold ihc3ir god ; and some esteem 
lJoiJOiir*is the chief content, 

That to man in lif(3 is lent. 

, And some otlu'vs do contend, 

10 Qni<}i*nono, like to a friend. 

Others hold, tluire is no w'ealth 
Compared to a perfect health. 

Some man’s mind in quiet stand*?, 
When ho is lord of ntany lands ; 

But 1 (lid sigh, and said all this 
Was but a shade of perfect bliss ; 

, And in my thoughts I did approve, 
Nought so sweet as is true love. 

Love ’twixt lovers passoth these, 

When month kissoth and heart ’grees, 
With folded arms and lips meeting, 
Each soul another sweetly greeting ; 

. For by the breath the soul fleeteth. 
And soul with soul in kissing mecteth. 
' If love be so sweet a thing, • 

That such happy bliss doth briMg, 
Happy is love’s sugared thrall, 

But unhappy ftiald^ns all, 

C 
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Who esteem your virgin blisses, 

30 Sweeter than a wife’s sweet kisses. 

No such <juiet to the miiul, 

As tme Love with kisses kind ; 

But if a kiss prove unciia.:;te, 

Thon is true love quite disgract 1. 

Though love bo sweet, learn this of me, 

No sweet love but honesty. — Greene. 


xxrv. 


TlfW MINISTRY OF ANGELS. 

And is there care in Heaven ? And is there- love 
In heavenly si^irits to these croati»res base, 

That may compassion of their evil move ? 

• There is ; or else more wretched were the case 
Of meii than beasts. But O ! the exceeding grace 
Of liighost (lod, that' loves his creatures so, 

And all his works witli mercy doth embrace. 

That blessed angels ho sends to and fro, 

9 To servo to wicked man,- — to serve his wicked foe. 

How oft do they their silver boVvers leave, 

To come to succour us that succour want i 
How oft do they with, golden pinions cleave 
The flitting skies, like flying pursuivant, 

Against foul fiends to aid us militant ; 

They for us tiglit, they watch and duly ward, 

And their bright squadrons round about us plant ; 
And all fqr love, a^d nothing for reward. 

IS 0 ! why should hear^only God to men ha^e such regard ? . 

^ ' — Faerie Que&ne^ ii, 8. 
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XXV, 

THE SEVEN HEAD-MEN. 

Kftsoones* unto an lioly Hospital!, 

That was fore by the way, slie did him bring ; 

In which (^ven Bead-men, that had vowed all 
Their life to service of high heaven’s King, 

Did spend their dales in doing godly thing. 

Their gates to all were o[)eh evermore, 

That by the weario way were travelling ; 

And one sate way ting tiver them before, 

To call ill com(?rs-by that needy were and pore. 

The first of them, that eldest was and best. 

Of all the house had charge and governmont, 

As G rmrdiaif and Steward of the rest. 

His oHicc was to give entortainernent, 

And lodging unto all that came and went ; 

Not unto such as could him feast againc, 

And donble.quite for that he on them spent; 

But such as want of harbour did constraine 
18 Thos() for God’s sake lu's duty was to entertaine. 

Tho second w’as as Almner of the place ; 

His oflice was thft hungry foi’ to feed, 

Ancf thirsty give to drinke ; a wox'ke of grace. 

Hb feared not once himselfc to be in need, 

No cared to hoard for those whom he*did breede ; 
Tho^raco of G*od he layd up still in store, 

Which as a stocke he left unto his soedo. 

He had enough ; what need him carepfor more ? 

27 And Iiad bo lesse, yet some ho would give to the pore. 

‘The third had of their wardrobe custody. 

In which were not rich tyres, nor garments gay, 
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, The plumes of pride, and wingi^ of Vanity, 

But clothes meet to keepe keene cold away, 

And naked nature seemely to array ; 

With which bare wretched wights he dayly clad, 

The images of God in ear+hly clay ; 

And, if that no spare clothes to give h(>'had, 

36 His owne cote he would cut, and it distribute glad. 

The fourth appointed by his office was 
Poore prisoners to relieve with gratious ayd, 

And captives to redeeme with price of brass 
Prom Tm’kca and Sarazins, which tlieni had stayd ; 
And though they faulty were, yet well he wayd, 

That God to us forgive th every howre 

Much more than that why they in bands were layd ; 

And he, that liarrowd hell with heavie stowre, 

45 The faulty soules from thence brought to his heavenly 
bowre. 

The fifth bad charge sick persons to attend, 

And comfort those in point of death which lay; 

For them most needetli comfort in the eiid, 

* "JVhen sin, and hell, and death, doe«mo8t disrariy 
The feeble soule departing hence away. 

All is but lost, that living we bestow, 

If not well ended at our dying day. 

0 man ! have mind of that last bitter throe, 

64 For as the tree does fall, so lyos it ever low. 

The sixth had charge of them now being dead. 

In seemely ^sort their corses to engrave, 

And deck with dainty flowres their brydal bed, 

That to their heavenly spouse both swefet and brave 
They might appeare, when he their soules shall save. 



SECT. II.] 


THE SEVEH BEAD-MEN. 


37 


i 

The wondrous workmanship of God’s owne mould, 
Whose face ho made all beastes io feare, and gave 
All in his hand, even dead we honour should, 

63 Ah, dearest God, me grant, I dead be not defould. 

The sevendi^ now after death and burial done, 

Had charge the tender orphans of the dead 
And wydowes ayd, least th«y should lie undone. 

In face of judgement he their right would plead, 
ought the power of mighty men did dread 
[n their defence ; nor would for gold or fee 
Be won their rightfiill causes downo to tread, 

And, when they stood in most necessitee, 

72 Ho Sid supply their want, and gave thorn ever free- 

« 

There when the Elfin knight arrived was, 

The first and cliiofest of the seven, whose care 
Was guests to welcome, towardes him did pass ; 
Where seeing Mercie, that Itis steps upbaro 
And alw<aies hxl, to her with reverence rare 
Ho humbly louted in meeko lowlinesse, 

An4 seemely welcome for her did prepare ; 

For of their order she was Patronesse, 

81 Albo Charissa were their chiefest foundoresse. 

• 

Tljere she awhile him stayes, himselfe to rest, 

That to the rest more able he might bde ; 

.During which 8irae, in every good behest, 

And godly worke of Aimes itnd cKaritee, 

She him instructed with great indtist»ce. 

Shortly therein so perfect he became, ^ 

That, from^the first, unto the^last degree, 

His mortal life he learned iidd to frame 
00 In holy righteousnesse, without rebuke or blame. 
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Thenoc forward by that painfull way they pass 
Forth to an hill that was both steepe and high, 

On top whereof a sacred chapell was, , 

And eke a little Hermitago thereby, 

Wherein an aged holy naan did II 
That day and night said his devotion, 

* Ne other worldly business did apply ; 

His name was heaveiwly Contemplation ; 

99 Of God and goodness was his meditation » 

Faerie Queen ,1, 10- 

rl 

XXVL 

TIMES CO BY TUK-XS. 

The lopped tree in time may grow again ; 

Most naked plants renew both fi'pit and flower ; 

The sorest wight may find release of pain, 

The driest soil suck in some moisthiing shower ; 

Times go by turns and chances change by course, 

0 From foul to fair, from better Lap to worse. 

The sea of Fortune doth not ever flow, 

She draws her favours to tho lowest ebb ; 

Her time hath equal times to come and go, 

Her loom doth * ^eave the fine and coarsest web ; 

No joy so groat but runneth to an end, 

12 No hap so hard but may in fine amend. 

Not always fall of loaf nor ever spring, 

No endless night yet not eternal day ; 

The saddest birds a season find to sing, 

The roughest storm a calm may soon allay ; 

Thus with succeeding turns God temperetb all, 

18 That man may hope to rise yet fear to fall, 
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A chance may win that by ijiischance was lost ; 

The well that holds no great, takes little fish ; 

In some things all, in all things none are crossed, 

Few all they need, but none have all they wish ; 
ITnmeddled joys here to no man befall, 

24 Who least TbatU some, who most hath never all. 

— SouthcflL 

xxvir. 

RETIRED THOUGHTS. 

Rktirkd thoughts enjoy their own delights, 

As beauty doth in self-beholding eye ; 
i^Iau’s mind niirj*or is of heavenly sights, 

A brief wherein all mimclcs summed lie, — 

Of fairast form^ and sweetest shapes the store, 

G Most* graceful all, yet thought may graae them more. 

The mind a #reature is, yet can create, 

• To nature’s patterns Jidding higher skill 
Of finest works ; wit better could the state, 

If fbrcc of , wit had equal power of will. 

Devise of man in working hath no end ; 

12 What thought can think another thought can mend. 

• 

Man’s soul of endless beauties image isj 
Drawn by the work of endless skill and might. 

This skilful might gave manj’ spafks of bliss,. 

And, to discern this bliss, a native ligJit; 

To frame God’s image as bis worth required, 

18 His might, his skill, his word, ^ and will conspired. 

. ' — SouthirclL 
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EARLY LOVE. 

Ah, I remember well — aiul how can I 
Bafc evermore remember well— when first 
Our flame began, when scarce we knew what was 
The flame wo felt ; when as we sat and sighed 
And looked upon each other, and conceived 
Not. what we ailed, yet something we did aiJ, 

And yet were well, and yet wo wore not well,^. ^ 

And what was our disea.se we could not tell. 

Then would wo kiss, then sigh, then look; and thus 
10 In that first garden of our simpleness 

We spent our childhood. But when years began 
To reap the fruit of knowledge ; ah', how then 
Would she with sterner looks, wkh graver brow, 
Check my presumption and my forwardness ! 

Yet still would giv<fme flowers, still would shew 
What she would have me, yet not lir.ve mo know. 

— Daniel. 


XXIX. 

LEWD LOVE IS LOSS. 

Misdeeming eye ! that stoopeth to the lure 
Of mortal wo. Ihs, not worth so worthy love ; 
All beauty’s base, all graces are impure. 

That do thy erring thoughts fi;om God remove. 
Sparks to the fire, tlie beams yield to the sun, 

6 All gmee to God, from whom all graces run. 

If pictirre move, more should the pattern please ; 

No shadow can with shadowed thing compare. 
And fairest shapes, “w, hereon our loves do seize, 
But silly sings of God’s high beauty are* 
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Go, starving sense, feed tHou on earthly mast ; 

12 True love, in heaven seek thou thy sweet repast. 

Glean not in barren soil these offal ears, 

Sith reap thou may’st whole harvests of delight ; 

Bast joys^with griefs, bad hopes do end with fears, 
Lewd love with loss, evil peace with deadly fights 

God’s love alone doth end with endless ease, 

18 Whose joys in hope, whose*hope concludes in peace. 

Lot not the luring train of fancies trap, 

' r> r gracious features, proofs of Nature’s skill, 

Lull Reason’s fbree asleep in Error’s Jap, 

Or draw thy wit to bent of wanton will. 

Th^ fairest flowers have not the sweetest smell 
24 A seeming l^javen proves oft a damning hell. 

Self*p](3asing souls, that play with beauty’s bait, 

In shining sfiroud may swallow fatal hook ; 

Where eager sight on semblant fair dotji wait, 

A lock it proves, that first was but a look ; 

The fish wifli ease into the net doth glide, 

30 But to get out the way is not so wide. 

So* long the fly doth dally with the flame, 

Until liis singed wings do force his fall ; 

Sq Jpng the eye doth follow fancy’s game, 
j^Till love hath left the heart in heavy thrall. 

Soon may the mind be cast in Cupid’s jail, 

36 But hard it is jmprisoned thoughts to bail. 

Oh !* loathe that love whose ifinal aim is lust. 

Moth of the mind, eclipse of reason’s light; 

The grave of grace, the mole of Nature’s rust, 

The wrack of wit, the wrong of evefy right ! 

In Bum, an ill whose harms *no tongue can tell ! 

42 In which to live is death, to die is helL — S^thwelL 
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^ XXX. * 

TO SLEEP. 

Care-charmer Sleep, son of fhe sablo Night, 

Brother to Death,* in silent darkness born, 

Relieve my languish, and restore the iig^'^t ; 

With dark forgetting of my care returli. 

And lot the day be time enough to mourn 
The shipwreck of my jll-adventured youth ; 

• 7 Lot waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn, 

Without the torment of the night^s untruth. , 

Cease, dreams, the images of day-^losires, 

To model forth the passions of the morrow ; 

Never let rising sun approve you liars 
To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow. 

Still let me sleep, embracing clo*iids in vain, 

14 And never wake to feel the day^s disdain. — Daniel. 

XXXI. 

^ONNET. 

Since there’s no help, come let us ki^s and part, — 
Nay I have done, you get no more of me ; 

And I am glad, yea glad with all my heart, 

That thus so cleanly I myselt* can free ; 

Shake hands for e\or, cancel all* our vows, 

And when we meet a* any time again, 

7 Be it not seen in cither of our brows 
That we one jot of former love retain. 

Now at the last gasp of Love’s latest breath, 

When his pulses failing, passion spi'cchless lies, 

When Faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 

And Innocence is closing up his eyes, 

Now if thou would’st, when all have given him over, 
14 From death to life thou might’st him yet recover ! 

^ — Drayton's Idea, 1593. 
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XXXII. f- 

R1CHARD*S DESPAIR. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liego, 
Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver hi in ! 

JUchard,»Wme ear is open, and my heart prepared ; 
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold. 

Say, is my kingdom lost ? Why, ’twas my cai’e ; 

And what loss is it to be rid of care ? 

^tnvos Bolingbroke to be as grfeat as we ? 

Greater he shall not be ; if ho serve God, 

Wo*ll serve him too, and be his fellow so. 

10 Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ; 

They break their faith to God as well as ns. 

Cry, woe, detAuuction, ruin, loss, decay ; 

The worst is death ; and death will have his tiay. 

Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; 

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyxis 

Write sorrow on the bosom 6f the earth. 

* 

, Lot’s clioose executors, and talk of wills ; 

And yot not so ; for what can we bequeath, 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 

20 Our lands, our lives, our all, are Bolingbroke ’s ; 
And^nothing can wo call our own but death, 

Aij^d that small model of the barren earth 
Which serves as paste and cover to our hones. 

For heaven’s si^ce let ns sit npon the ground, 

Andliell sad stories of the d^ath of kings ; — 

How some have been deposed, some slain in war, 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed, 

Some poisoned by their wives, some sleeping killed ; 
All murdofed. For, within .the hollow crown 
30 That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 
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Keeps Defth hid court ; and there the antic sits, 
Scoffing his state, aTid grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scone 
To monarchize, be feared, and kill with looks ; 
Infusing him with self and vain concern, 

As if this flesh, which walls about ouf life, 

Were brass impregnable, and, humoured thus. 

Gomes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his cas*tle walls, and — farewell king ! 
40 Cover jour heads, and mock not flesh and bloody 
With solemn reverence ; tl^row away respect, 
Tradition, form, and cerernonioii/ duty ; 

For, you have but mistook me all this while ; 
i live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 

Need friends ; subjected thus, , 

ilow can you say to mo, I am a king ? — iii. 2- 

« 

xx.xTn, 

THE SUNSIUNB OP A RMILE. 

Mark ‘ when she smiles with amiabld**cheer, 

And toll me whereto can ye liken it ; 

When on each eyelid sweetly do appear 
An hundred Graces as in shade to 'sit. 

Likest it seemeth, in my simple wit, 

Unto the fair sunshin in summer’s day ; * 

1 That, when a dreadful storm away is flit, • 

Through the broad world doth spread his goodly ray; 
At sight whereof, each bird that ffits on spray. 

And every beast thsJt to his den was fled, 

Comes forth afresh out of their late dismay, 

And to the light lift up their drooping head. 

So my Storm-beaten heart likewise is cheered 
14 With that sunshfiieywhen cloudy looks are cleared. 

— Spenser^ Sonnet 40. 
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xxxir. 

THE THREE BLK5ABBTHS. 

Most happy letters ! framed by skillfall trade, 

With which that happy name was first desynd, 

The which three times thrise happy hath me made. 
With gifts1)f body, fortune, and of mind. 

The first my being to me gave by kind, 

From mother’s womb derived by due descent ; 

7 The second is my sovereigiie queene most- kind, 
^hat honour and large richesse to me lent ; 

The third my love, my life’s last ornament, 

By whom my spirit out of dust was rayscd ; 

To speake her prayse and glory excelleixt, 

Of ail alive most worthy to be praysed. 

Ye threc#FJizabeths \ for ever live, 

14 That threc^such graces did nnto me give. 

* — Spenser, Sonnet 74. 

XXXV. » 

When to thcssessions of sweet silent thought 
• 1 summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste ; 
Then can I drown ran eye, unused to flow, 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night, 

7 An^ weep afresh love’s long since cancelled woe, 

And moan the expense of many a vanished sight ; 
Then can I gneye at grievances forgone, 

And heavily from woe to woo, tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan, 

Which I new pay as if not paid before! 

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 

14 All iosiies are restored and sorrows end. 

' ’ — Shakspere, Sonnet 30. 
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XXXVI. 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye, 

Kissing with golden face the meaJr^ws green, 

Gilding pale streams with heavenly aloLeniy ; 

Anon permit the basest clouds to ridd 
With ugly rack on his celestial face, 

7 And from the forlorij world his visage hide, 

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace ; 

Kven so my sun one early morn did shine 
With all- triumphant splendour qn my brow ; 

But out, alaqk ! bo wjia but one hour mine ; 

•The region cloud hath masked him from mo now. 

Yet him for this my love no whit disdainoth ; 

14 Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun 
staincili. Soimet 33. 

» XXXVII. 

ttnIk and love. ^ 

When I have scon by Time’s foil hand defaced 
The rich proud cost of out-worn buried age ; 

When ■‘sometime lofty towers I see down-raze'd. 

And brass eternal slave to rnoxtal rage ; 

When I have seen th^ hungry ocean gain , 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

7 And the §t*m soil win of the watery main, 

Eiicroasing store with Joss, and Ipss with store ; 

When I have seen ^loh interchange of state, 

Or state itself confounded to decay, 

Ruin hath^ taught me thus to ruminate — 

That Time will come and take my Love away : 

. This thought is^s a death, which Cannot choose 
14 But weep to have that v^hioh it fe'ars to lose.— 64. 
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I XXXVIII. 

Tired wifcb all these, for restful death I cry,* 

As, to behold do.sert a beggar born, 

And needy nothing trimmed in jollity, 

And purest faith unhappily forsworn, 

And gildedf honour shamefully misplaced, 

And maiden virtue rudely strum])eted, 

7 And right perfection wrongfully disgraced, 

And strength by limping sway disabled, 

,^nd art made tohgue-tiod by authority, 

AnTl folly doctor-like controlling skill, 

And simple trut*h iniscalJed simplicity, 

And captive good attending captain ill ; 

Ti^'od with all these, from these would I be gone, 

14 Save that, 4o die, 1 leave my love alone. — 66, 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hoar the surly sullen bell 
Give warning to the vrorld, that I am fled 
• From tliiff vile world, with vilest worms to dwell; 
Nay, if you read this line, remembei* not 
Thd hand that^vrit it, for I love you so, 

7 That I ill your sw.iet thoughts would be forgot, 

If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

0 if, I say, you look upon this verse, 

When I perhaps compounded am with 'day, 

Do not so much* as my poor name rehearse, 

But let your love even with Aiy life decay ; 

Lest the wise world should Ipok into your moan, 

14 And mock you with mo after d am gone. — 71. 

* Quoted by Dean Stanley— sermon on illness of Prince of Wales 
-JOth Dec, IWI. . « ’ 
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SECTION III (IS96— 1609.) 

XL. 

A TRIBUTE TO CHAUCER. 

Whylome, as antique stories tellcn us, 

These two were foes, the fellonest on ground, 

And battell made the dreddest daungerous, 

That ever thrilling trumpet did resound ; 

Though now thoir acts be nowhere to be found, 

As that renowned poet them corhpylod 
With warlike numbers and horoiche sound, 

Dan Ghiiucer, well of English undcfylcd, 

9 On fame’s eternall beadroll worth ie to be fyled. 

But wicked time, that all good thouglits doth waste 
And works of noblest wits to nought outweare, 

That famous raonument hath qui/;e defaste, 

And robd the world of threasuro endless doarc, 

Tho which mote have enriched all us heare. 

0 cunsed eld, the canker- wormo of wits ! 

How may tlieso rimes, so rude as doth appeare, 

Hope to endure, sith works of heavenly wits 
18 Are quite dovourd, and brought to nought by little bits ! 

Then pardon, 0 most sacred happy spirit, 

That I thy labours lo.'st may tints revive, * 

And steale from thoe the meede of thy due nferite, 
That none* durst over whilst thou wast alive, 

And being dead, in vain yet many strive ; ^ 

Ne dare 1 like ; bu*” through infusion sweete 
Of thine o^n spirit which doth in me survive, 

1 follow here the footing of thy fee to, 

27 That with thy meaning so I may theirather meete. 

t. * — jp'a<?ne Queen$f iv. 2. 
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XLI. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come, 

Can yet the lease of my true love control, 

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 

The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured 
And the sad augurs mock their own presage ; 

7 Iiioertainties now crown themselves assured 
^nd^peace proclaims olives of endless age. 

Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and death to mo subscribes, 
Since, spite of him, 1*11 live in this poor rhyme, 

While ho insults o*er dull and speechless tribes ; 

And thou iif this shalt find thy monument, 

14i When tyrants* crests and tombs of braes are spent. 

—107, 

xui. 

Lbt me not tc'the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments. Love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove ; 

O, no ! it is an ever-lixed mark, 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; 

7 It is 'ihe star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth *B unknown, although his height bo taken. 
Love*s not Time’s fool, though rosy Ups and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come ; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be e'Tor, and upon me .proved, 

14 I never writ, nor no man ever loved. — llt>. 
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XLIIt. 

HENRY IV AND PRINCE HENRY. 

Prince, 1 never thought; to hear you speak again. 
JCing, Thy wish was father, Harry, to thcat thought . . 
J stay too long by thee ; I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair, 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be i^ipe ? O foolish youth ! 

Thou seekest the greatness that will oyer whelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity ^ ^ 

Is held from falling with so wea*k a wind, 

10 That it will quickly drop ; ray day is dim. 

Thou hast stolen that, which, after sonic fc>Y hours, 
Were thine without offence ; and, e..t my death, 

Thou hast sealed up my expectation ; 

Thy life did manifest thou lovodst mo not, 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

Thou hidest a thourand daggers in thy thoughts ; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 

What ! caust thou not forbear me half an hour ? 

20 Tlien got thee gone ; ami dig my grave tliyself ; 

And bid the merry bells ring' to thine oar 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearho 
Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy head ; 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; , 

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the worms. 

Pluck down my officers ; Iwreak my decrees ; 

Por noma time is come to mock at form. 

. Harry the Fifth ia crowned ! Up, “viauity ! 

30 Down, royal state ! a^l you sage counsellors, hence ! 
And to the English court assemble now, ' 
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From every regiofe, apes of idleness ! 

, Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum ; 
Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance, 
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest 8in.s the newest kind of ways ? 

Be happy, •he will trouble you no more; 

England shall double gild his treble guilt ; 

England sliall give him office, honour, might ; 

'40 For the fifth Harry from curbed licence plucks 
muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Shall flesh his f^oth in every innocent. 

O my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 

W hen that my care could not withhold thy riots, 
Wli^t wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 

Oh, thou wilJ be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wives, thy old. inhabitants ! 

r%'iiice. Oh pardon mo, my liege ! but for my tears, 
The moist impediments unto my speech,* 

50 I had forestfjled this dear and deep rebuke, 

• Ere you with grief bad spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown j 
And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours. If I affect it more 
Than> as your honour, and as your renown, 

Let* me no more from this obedience rise, — 

(Which my most true and inward duteous spirit 
Teacheth,) — this prostrate and exterior bending ! 
Heaven witness with me, whtjn I here came in, * 
60 And found no course of breath withinuyour majesty 
How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign, 

Oh let me in my present wildness die, 

And never live to sha^jr th^ incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 
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Coming to look on yon, thinking yon dead, 

(And dead almost, my liege, to think you were,) 

I, spake unto the crown as having sense, 

And thus upbraided it: “The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father , 

70 Therefore thou, best of gold, art worst of gold ; 

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious, 

Preserving life in medicine potable ; 

But thou, moat fine, most honoured, most renowned, 
Hast eat thy bearer up.” Thus, my most royal 
Accusing it, 1 put it on my head, 

To try with it, — ^as with an enemy, 

That had before my face murthered my father, — 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But, if it did infect my blood with joy, 

,80 Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride, 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did, with*' the least affection of a welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it. 

Let heaven for ever keep it from my head, 

And make me ns the poorest vassal is 
That doth with awe and terror kneol to it. 

— Afwy Henry IV, II. iv. 4. 

XLIV. 

HBNHY v AND THE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE. 

King, You all look strangely or me; and you most: 
You are, I think, assured I love you not. 

Gh, Justice, I am assured, if I be lu^asured rightly, 
Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

K» No! JElowniightaprinceof my great hopes forget 
So great indignities^ yoj laid upon me 
What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
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The imroediate h|5ir of England ! Was this easy ? * 
May this be washed in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

10 Oh. J, I then did use the person of your father, 
The image of his power lay then in me ; 

And, in the administration of bis law, 

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 

Your highness pleased to forget my place, 

The majesty and power of^law and justice, 

The image of the king whom I presented, 

^ And struck mo in my very seat of judgment ; 
Wtiereon, as an offender to your father, 

I gave bold way to my authority, 

20 And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Bo you contented, wearing now the garland,' 

To have a son set your decrees at nought ; 

To pluck down justice from your awful bench, 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of yoflir person ; 

Nay more, to spurn at your^raost royal image, 

And mock your workings in a second body. 

Question your royal thoughts ; make the case yours ; 
Be, now the fi^ther, and propose a son ; 

30 Hear your own dignity so much profaned, 

See ^our most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdained ; 

And then imagine me taking your pa^t. 

And, in your jjpwer, soft silencing your son ; 

After this cold considerance^ sentence me ; « 

And, as you are a king, speak in your state, 

What I have done that misbecame my place, 

My person, or my liege’s sovereignty, • 

K. Yoif are right, Jusl^cOj’land you weigh this well. 
40 Therefore, still bear Sko balance and the sword ; 
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^ And I do wish your honours mf y increase 
Till you do live to see a son of mine 
OfEend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So shall I live to speak my father’s words : — 

‘ Happy am I, that have a man so Lold, 

That dares do justice on ray proper sou ; 

And no less happy, having such a son, 

That would deliver up his greatness so 

Into the hands of justice.’ You did commit me ; 

50 For which 1 do commit into your hand 

The unstained sword that you have used to bear ; 
With this remembrance, — that you use the same, 
^ith the like bold, just, and impartial .spirit, 

As you have done gainst me. There is my hand ; 
You shall be as a father to my youth ; 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear ; 

And I will stoop and humble my intents 

To your vVell-practisod wise directions. — J6., II. v. 2. 

XLV. 

LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 

It lies not in our power to love or hate, 

For will in ns is overruled by fatei 

When two are stripped, long ere the race begin, 

We wish that on should lose, the other wir. 

And one especially do we affect 
Of two gold ingots, like in each respect. 

The reason no man knows ; let it'«ui!ice 
What we behoid is censured by our eyes ; 

Where both deliberate, the love is slight j 
10 Who ever loved, that loved not at first sight P * 

— Marlowe* s Hero and Zenntle^ . 


* This line ooonrs also You Like It^ iii. 5. 
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XLVI. 

* 

THE NIGHTINGALE* 

As it fell upon a day 
In the merry month of May, 

Sitting in a pleasant shade 
Wliiclj a grove of myrtles made, 

Beasts did leap and birds did sing, 

Trees did grow and plants did spring, 
Everything did banish *moan 
Save the nightingale alone ; 

^Slie, poor bird, as all forlorn, 

10 Leaned he? breast uptill a thoim, 

And there sung the dolefnllesf ditty 
•That to hear it was great pity. 

‘ Fie, Hef fie/ now would she cry ; 

^ Tereu, tovcu,’ by and by ; 

That to hear her so complain 
Scarce I could from tears refrain ; • 

For her griefs so lively •shown 
jVlade ino think upon mine own. • 

— ^Ah, thought I, thou mournst in vain, 

2^ None takes pity on thy pain ; 

Senseless trees, they cannot hear t hee, 

Jluthless beasts, they will not cheer thoc ; 

, King Fandion, he is dead. 

All thy friends are lapped in lead; 

All thy fellow birds do sing 
4Jarelo6S of thy sorrowing ; ^ 

Even so, poor bird, liJce thee 
None alive will pity mo, — BantiefiM, 

* This and the next piece (often printed as one) appeared in ‘ TA#? 
pttjtsionata Pilgrin% by W. Shakspere’ ^599), in which were some 
and songs by him, and a f^w short pieces by other poets. 
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THE FLATTERER, 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled, 

Thou and I were both beguiled. 

Every one that flatters thee 
Is no friend in misery. * 

Words are easy, like the wind ; 

Faithful friends ^re bard to find. 

Every man will be thy friend 
Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend ; 

But if store of crowns be scapt, 

10 No man will supply thy want. 

If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will him call, 

And with such-like flattering, 

* Pity but he were a king/ 

If he be addict to vice, 

Quickly him they will entice. 

If to women he be bent, 

They have him at commandement. 

But if Fortune once do frown, 

20 Then farewell his great renown ; 

They that fawned on him before ^ 

Use his company no more. 

He that is thy friend indeed, 

He will help thee in thy need ; 

If thou sorrow, he will weep 
If thou wake, he» cannot sleep ; 

Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 

These are certain signs to know 
80 Faithful friend froi^ flattering foe. — Barnejield. 
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4 XLVill. 

THE TRKA-SURBS OF THE ENGLISH TONGUE. 

And do not thou contemn this swelling tide 
And stream of words that now doth rise so high 
Abo VO the usual banks, and spreads so wide 
Over tha borders of antiquity . . . , 

Power above powers ! O heavenly Eloquence ! 
That, with the strong rein of commanding woi*ds, 
33ost manage, guide, and master the eminence 

* ^Of men's affections more than all their swords ; 
Shall we not offer to thy excellence 

10 The richest treasure that our wit affords ? 

Thou that canst do much moi^e with one poor pen 
Than all the powers of princes can effect, 

And draw, divert, dispose, and fashion men 
Better than force or rigour can direct ; 

Shouid we this ornament of glory, then,^ 

As the immaterial fruits of sjmdes neglect ? 

Or, should careless, come behind the rest 

• In power of words, that go before in worth ? 
Whenas our accent, equatto the best, 

20 Is able greater 'wondei's to bring forth ; 

When all that evor'hotter spirits expressed 
Oomeft bettered by the patience of the north. 

Atid who, in time, knows whither we may vent 
The treasure of our tongue ; to what sftange shores 
This gain of ouf best glory shall be sent 
To enrich unknowing nations* with our stores ; 
What worlds in the yet uuformM Occident 
May come refined with accents that are^ours ? 

Or, who can^tell for what gres^ work in hand 
30 The greatness of our style h now ordained ? • 
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What powers it shall bring in, what spirits command , 
What thoughts let out, what hufnours keep restrained, 
What mischiefs it may powerfully withstand, 

And what fair ends may thei'oby be attained ? 

— JJa^tieVs Musophilus,* 

XLIX. 

CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH. 

Grabbed Age and Youth 
Cannot live together. 

Youth is full of plcasanco, 

Age is full of care ; * 

Youth like summer morn, 

Age like winter weather, 

Youth like summor brave, • 

Age like winter bare. 

Youth is full of sport, 

10 Age’s breath is short, 

Youth is nimble, Age is lame. 

Youth is hot and bold, 

Age is weak and cold, 

Youth is wild, and Age is tame ; — ^ 

Age, I do abhor thee, ^ 

Youth, I do adore thee ; 

O ! my Love, my Love is young. 

Age, I do defy thee, — 

0 sweet shepherd, hie thee, 

20 For methinlj^s thou stay’st too long.* 

— ohaJis^yere in The Passionate Pilgrim. 

* The full titjie is — MusophiluB^ containing a General Defence of 
learning, 1599. — “ The best poem of ifcs kind in the la-ngiiage,’* 
Kays Mr. Lowell. What H double fulBlmont of lines 23.28 is ibis 
praise coming from a critic iahhe Occident ! ' 
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UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE, 

Under the greenwood tree 
. Who loves to lie with me, 

AndHune his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat — 

Como hither, come hitl^pr, come Iiithor ! 

Here shall ho see 
. No enemy 

8 But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun 
• And loves to live i’ the sun, 

Seeking the food ho eats, 

And pleased with what he gets — 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ^ 

Here shall he see • 

No enemy • 

Id But winfer and rough weather. , 

— As YouJjilce Tt, ii. 5. 


LI. 


ON MARLOWE,* 

Next Marlowe, bathed in the Thespian springs, 

Had in him those bravo translunary things 
That the first poets had ; his ^aptnres were. 

All air and fire, which made his verses clear; 

For that fine madness still ho did retiSn, 

Which rightly should possess a poet’s bmin. — Ih'aylon, 

t - 

,*From Of Foctskind Poesy* 
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LII. 

THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD TO HIS LOVE.* 

# 

Come live with me, and be my love, 

And we will all the pleasures prove. 

That hills and valleys, dales and fields, 

Woods or steepy mountains yields. 

And we will sit upon the rocks, 

Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 

By shallow rivers to whose falls 
8 Melodious birds sing madrigals. ' 

And I will make thee beds of roses ; 

And a thousand fragrant posies ; 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle ; 

A gown made of the finest wool, 

Which f?‘om our pretty lambs we pull ; 

Fair-lined slippers for the cold, 

18 With buckles of the purest gold ; 

A belt of straw and ivy-buds 

With coral clasps and amber studs ; ' 

And if these pleasures may thee move, 

Come live with me, and be my love. « 

The shepherd-swains snail dance and sing, • 

For thy delight, each May morning ; — 

If these delights thy mind may ftiove, 

24 Then live witll me knd be my love. — Marlowe. 

♦ These two pieces were first pKnfced complete in England's Helicon 
(1600), the Nypiph's Reply having tho sigtiatnre of ^ Ignoto.* 
Passionate here means ' in love,’ so too in * Pas^'odate Pilgrim.’ 

“ As I left this place and entered into the next field, a second 
pleasure entertained me ; ’tw& a fiandsome milk- maid ; she cast 
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LIII, 

THE NYMPH’S REPLY.* 

k 

• If all^the world and love were younpf, 

And truth every shephei’d^s tongue, 

These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold, 

• yrh(m rivers rage and rocks grow cold ; 

And Philomel becometh dumb, 

8 The rest complains of cares to come. 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 

A honey tongue — a heart of gall, 

Is fancy^s spring, but sorrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies, 

Soon break, a^on wither, soon forgotten, 

IG* In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw and ivy-buds, 

Thy coral clasps and amber studs ; 

All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love still breed, 

Had joys no date, nor age no need, 

Then these delights my mind^might move 
2*1 To live with thee, and be thy love. — lialeigh, 

away all care and snng like a nightingale. Her voice 'was good and 
the ditty fitted for it; it was that smooth song which was made by 
Kit Marlowe, now <lt least fifty years ago. And the milk -maid’s 
mother sang an answer to whiish'was made by Sir Walter 
Kaleigh in bis younger days.*’ — W alton's ComjpUie AngUr (1653). 



62 


AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[bk' r. 


LIV. 

ALL THE WORLD’S A STAGE. 

Jaqaes, All tlie world’s a stage, 

And all the men and women merely plryers ; 

They have their exits and their entrances, 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At first, the Infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms. 

Then the whining School-boy, with his satchel ^ 
And shining morning-face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school. And then the Lover, 

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
10 Made to his mistress* eye-bi’ow. Then a Soldier, 

Kill] of strange oaths, and bearded ‘jike the pard, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and qpick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 

Even inSihe cannon’s mouth. And then, the Justice, 
In fair round belly, Vith good capon lined, 

With eyc?s severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Kull of wise saws and modern instances ; 

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and .slippered pantaloon, 

20 With spectacles on nose, and pouch on sidq; 

His youthful hose well saved, a world too wi^lo 
Kor his slirunk shank ; and his big manly voice, 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his^sound. Last scene of All, 

That ends this strange eventful history. 

Is second childishness and mere oblivion, 

Sans teetfi, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything. 

\ ^ — jls ^ou Like il 7. 
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LV. 

BHUTUS and CASSIUS. 

Gas. Tl\^.t you have wronged me, doth appear iu 
this ; 

\rou*have condemned and noted Lucius Pella, 

-For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 

Wherein my letters, praying on his side, 

Beoause I knew the man, were slighted off. 

Bru. You wronged yourself, to write in such a case . 
Qas. In such a time as this it is not meet 
That every nic^ offence should bear his comment. 
Brii. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
10 Are much condemned to have an itching palni^ 

To sell and mart your offices for gold 
To undeservers. 

Gas. I an itching palm ? 

You know that you are Brutus that speak this, 

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your last. 

Bm. Th« name of Cassius honours this corruption , 
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Gas. Chastisement ! 

*Brn. RouA'mber March, the Jdcs of March re- 
member ! 

Did*not groat Julius bleed for justice’ sake? 

20 What villain touched his body, that did stab, 

And not for justice ? What, shall one*of us. 

That struck the foremost man of all this world, 

But for supporting robbers, *shaH’ we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes, 

.And sell the mighty space of our largp honours, 

For so niu'jh trash as may bq grasped thus ? — * 

1 had rather be a dog, add bay the moon, 

Than such a Roman. 
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Gas» Brutus/ bait not me, 

1*11 not endure it ; yon forget yourself, 

30 To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than you^^iolf 
To make conditions* 

Bru, Go to ; you are hot, Cassius. 

Oas. I am. Bru. I say, you are not. 

Gas. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself ; 
Have mind upon your health, tempt mo no farther. 
Bru. Away, slight man ! 

Gas. Is ’t possible ? a 

Bru. Hear me, for I will speak. 

M'ust I give way and room to your rash choler ? 

Shall I be frighted when a madman stares ? 

Gas. O ye gods ! must I endure all this ? 

40 Bru. All this ! ay, more. Fret tail your proud heart 
break : 

Go, show your slaves ^how choleric you are, 

And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge ? 
Must 1 observe you ? must 1 stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? by the gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your 'spleen, 

Though it do split you ; for, froYn this day forth, 

1*11 use you for my mir^h, yea, for my laughter, 

When you are' waspish. • 

Gas, • Is it come to this ? 

* Bru- Tou say you are a better Soldier ; , 

So Let it appear so ; malco your vaunting true, 

And it shall please me well ; for nriue own part, 

1 shall be glpd to learn of noble men. 

Vas. You wrong, me every way, ywu wrong me, 
Brutus ; * • 

1 said, an elder soldier ; not a better. 
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Did I Bay, better %— 

Bru, If you did, I care not. 

Cas* When Ceesai^ lived, be durst not thus have 
moved me. 

Bti^. Peace, peace, you durst not so have tempted 
him. • 

Oas, I durst not ? 

Bni, No. ^ 

Oas, What ? durst not tempt him ? 

• » For your life you durst not. 

60 Gas, Do not jircsume too much upon my love ; 

1 may do that I^shall be sorry for. . 

Bru, You have done that you should be sorrjr for. 
Theits is no terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 

For I am arinbd so strong in honesty, 

That they pass l^y^ me, as the idle wind 
Whicli I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you dented mo ; — 
For T can rais^ no money by Vile means ; 

. By heaven, 1 had rather coin my heaj*t, * 

70 And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring 
#From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash, 

By any indirection j* — I did send 
To yo^ for gold to pay my legions, 

Whi^h you denied me ; was that done like Cassius ? 
Should 1 have answered Caius Cassius so? 

When Marcus ftrutus grows so covetous 
To lock such rascal counters fe'om his friends, 

Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 

Dash him to pieces ! 

Cas, I denied you not. 

Bru* You did. . ^ ^ 

Cos, 1 did not ; he was but a fool 

K ' . . 
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That broaghfc my answer bac’c. — Brutus hath rived 
my heart. 

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities ; 

But Bratus makes mine greater than they arc. 

Bru» I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Gas, You love mo not. 

Bru, I do not like your faults. 

Gas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Brn. A flatterer's would not, thongh they do 
appear 

As huge as high Olympus. 

0a8> Come Antony, and young Octavius, come, 

90 JRevengc yourselves alone ou Cassius, 

For Cassius is a- weary of the world ; * 

Hated by one ho loves ; braved by his brother ; 
Checked like a bondman; all his faults observed, 

Set in a note-book, learned, and conned by rote, 

To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes !— There is my dagger, 

And hero my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold ; 

If that thou beest a Roman, take it forth ; 

100 I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart ; 

Strike, as thou dids^ at Cmsar; for, 1 know 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst him 
better 

Than ever thou lovedst Cassius. 

Bru* Sheathe your dagger ; 

Bo angry when you will, it shall have scope ; 

Do w^hat you will, dishonour shall be humour. 
lO Cassius, you are yok^d with a lamb, 

That carries anger, ' the flint bears fire ; 

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 
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And straight is dold again. 

Gas, Hath Cassius lived 

110 To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief, and blood ill-tempered, vexeth him ? 

Drii, When I spoke that, I was ill-tempered too. 

Gas, l9o you confess so much? give me your 
hand. 

Bru, And my heart to<». Gas. O Brutus ! 

Bru, What’s the matter ? 

Qas. Have you not love enough to bear with mo, 
When that ra^i humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru, Yes, Cassius; and from hcndeforth, 

Wlfen yon are over-eaimest with your Brniiis, 

120 He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

« — Julius Gmar, iv. 3. 

LYI. ^ 

• * A MOTHER’S BLESSING. 

^ thou blessed, Bertram ! and succeed thy father 
In manners as in sjiapo ! Thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in theo ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birthright. Love all, trust a few ; 

Do wrong to none ; be able for thine qpemy. 

Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key ; bg checked for silence, * 
But never taxed for spcecli. What Imaven more will, 
That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down, 
10 Fall on thy head ! Farewell ! • ^ 

—All^s Well That Ends Well, i. 1/ 


'X 
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LVII. 

A FATHER»S ADnCB. 

YExtere, Laertes ! Aboard aboard, for shame ! 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

And you are stayed for. There, my blessing with you ! 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. .Grive thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportioned thought his act. 

He thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

The friends tliou hast, and their adoption triced, 
Grapple them to iliy soul with hoops of steel ; 

10 But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each now-hatched, unfledged comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quairol ; but, being in, 

Bear it that the opposed may bevy arc of thee. 

Give every man thine car, but few thy voice j 
Take eac’h man’s consure, but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

But not Expressed in fancy ; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 

Neither a borrower nor a lender be ; 

20 For loan oft loses both itself end friend, 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all : — ’lo thine own self be true 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to auy man. 

Farewell ! my' blessing season this in thee I 

c — Hamlet^ i. 3. 

LVIII, 

» t 

• HAMLET’S SOLILOQUY. ^ 

To be, or not to be ; tLat is the qucS&tion ; — 

Whether ’tin nobler in the mind, to suffer 
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The slings and arrows of ontrngeons fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them. To die, to sleep, 

No more ; and, by a sleep, to say we end 
The Jieart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh *s heir to ; ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To die ; to sleep ; 

10 To sleep ! perchance to drej»m ; aye, there’s the mb ; 

For, in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
• « Wli^n we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

M ust give us pause ; there’s the respect, 

That makes calamity of so long life ; 

For, who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
l'he*oppressor*s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 
The pangs oFdespised love, the law’s delay, 

The insolence o| office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

20 When he himself might his quietus mal?e 

With a bare bodkin ? Who^ would fardels bear, 

. To grunt and sweat under a weary life? 

But that the dread of something after death, 

The undiscovered country, from whose bourne 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 

And^makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Tlupii fly to others that we know not of ? 

Thus conscience does make cowards«of us all, 

And thus the i^ative hue of resolution 
30 Is sidklicd o’er with the palttrcast*of thought, 

And enterprises of great pith and mqpient, 

With this regal’d, their currents turn away, 

And lose the name of action. 

• « 

* . i ' 


— Eamletf iii. i. 
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LIX. 

OTHELLO’S COURTSHIP, 

Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 

My very noble and approved good masters, — 

That I have ta'en away this old man^s daughter, 

It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 

The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am 1 in my speech. 
And little blessed with the set phrase of peace : . ' 

For since these arras of mine had seven years’^ pith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
10 Their dearest action in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can 1 speak, » 

More than pertains to feats of broils and battle ; 

And therefore little shall I grace my cause, 

In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious patience, 
1 will a round unvarnished tale deliver . 

Of my whole course ot love 5 what drugs, what charms, 
Wliat conjuration, and wliat mighty magic 
(For such proceeding I am charged withal), 

I won his daughter with. 

20 father loved me ; oft invited me ; 

Still questioned me the story of my life. 

From year to year , the battles, sieges, fortunes, . 
That I have passed. 

I ran it throngh, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment /;hat be bade me tell it. 

Wherein I snake of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 

Of hair breadth Scapes i’ the imminent deadly breach ; . 
Of being taken by the msolent foe, 

30 And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 
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And portance ; ir| my travers history 
Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle, [heaven. 
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills, whose heads touch 
It was iny hint to speak ;*-such was the pTocess ; — 
And,of the cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthuopophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to hoar 
Would Desdoraona seriously incline ; 

But still the house affairs would draw her thence ; 

40 Which ever as she could with haste despatofai 
8hoM come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up iny fliscourso ; which I observing^ 

Took once a pliant hour, and found good means * 

To from her a prayer of earnest heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Wliereof by parcels she had something heard, 

But not intentiVely. I did consent ; 

And* often did beguile her of her tears, ^ 

When I did spt?ak of some distressful stroke 
50 That my youth suffered. My story being done, 

' She gave me for my pains a world of sigh.s ; 

She swore, — In faith 't was strange, *t was passing 
slrange; 

'Twas pitiful, *twaS wondrous pitiful ; 

She wished she had not heard it ; yet she wished 
ThRit Heaven had made her such a man ; she thanked 
mo, • 

And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 

I should but teach him how«to toM my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake ; 
She loved me for the dangers I had passed ; 

60 And 1 loved her, that she did pity thefa ; 

This only is* the witchcraf^ l«fiave used* 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it.— x. 3. 
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SWEET CONTENT. 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers ? 

* 0 sweet content ! 

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perpleatf^d P 
O punishment ! 

Dost tliou laugh to sec* how fools are vex6d 
To add to golden numbers, golden numbers ? 

0 sweet content !* 0 sweet, 0 sweet content ' 

Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 

Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 

10 Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny I 
Caust drink the waters of the crispt^d spring ? 

0 sweet content ! 

Swimm’st thou in wealth, yet sink'stin thine own tears? 
0 j)uni8hment ! 

Then he that patiently want’s burden bears 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king ! 

0 sweet content ! 0 sweet, 0 swcet-content I 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace; 

Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 

20 Th^ hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny ! — Beklcer, 


,LXI. 


PATIENCE. 

t 

Patience ! why’tis the soul of peace ; 

Of all the virtues ’tis nearest kin to heaven ; 

It makes men look like gods. The best of men, 

That e’er wore eartli about him, was a sufferer, 

A soft, meek, patient, jlsiumble, tranquil spirit ; 

The first true gentleman that ever breathed . — DeJekeri 
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I iixri 

TAMBTBll/AlNK’S CONQUESTS. 

But I perceive my martial strength is spent ; 

♦ In vain I strive and rail against those powers 
That^meau t’ invest me in a higher throne, 

As much tfto high for this disdainful earth. 

Give me a map ; then let mo see how much 
Is left for me to conquer all the world, 

That those, my boys, may finish all ray wants. 

^ Hei;e I began to marcJi towards Persia,. 

Along Armenia^and the Caspian Sea, 

10 And thence nnto Jilthynia, where 1 took 
The Turk and his great empress prisoners. 

TheA marched I into 15gypt and Arabia ; 

And here, nol far from Alexandria, 

Whereas the Terrene and the Rod Sea meet, 

Being distant less than full a hundred leagues, 

I meant to cut a channel to them, hoth^ 

That men mitjht quickly sail \o lndia.f 
. From thence to Nubia near Borno-lakc," 

And so along the Ethiopian sea, 

20 Cutting the tropic line of Caf)ricorn, 

J conquered all asvar as Zanzibar. > . 

Thei 5 , by the northern part of Africa, 

I c$me at last to Grcecia, and from thence 
To Asia, where I stay against my will ; 

Which is froin Scythia, where I first began. 
Backward and forwards nea^ five tbousAnd leagues. 
Ijook bore, ray boys; see, what a world of ground 
Lies westward from the midst of Cancer’s line 
Unto the rising of this earthly globe; 

. 30 Whereas the sun, declining f..'om our sight, 

* An anticipatfott of the Suez Canal. 
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Begins the day with our Antij^odea ! . 

And shall 1 die, and this uncoilquered ? 

Lo, here, my sons, are all the golden mines, 
Inestimable drugs and precious stones, 

More worth than Asia and the worUl beside,; 

And from th’ Antarctic Pole eastward behold 
As much more land, which never was descried, 
Wherein are rocks of^ pearl that shine as bright 
As all the lamps that beautify the sky I 
40 And shall I die, and this unconquered ? — Ma^rlowe.* 

LXlli. r 

GIVfS MY LOVE GOOD-MORROW. 

Pack, clouds, away, and welcome day, , 

With night we banish sorrow ; 

Sweet air blow soft, mount larks aloft 
To give my Love good-mo'rrow ! 

Win^gs from the wind to please her mind 
Notes from the lark 1*11 borrow ; 

Bird^prflnc thy wing, nightingale sing, 

To give my Love good*morrow ; 

To give my love good-morrow 
10 Notes from them both l*ll borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, robin-red- breast, ^ 

Sing birds jA every furrow ; 

And from each h9l, let mnsic shrill 
Give my fair love good-morrow ! 

Blackbird .and thrush in every bush, - 
Stare, lirnet, and cock-sparrow ! 

You pretty eltes, amongst yourselves 
^ Sing my fair Love good-morrow ; 

To give mfy l^ve good-morrdw 
20 Sing birds in evei^ furrow ! — Heywood, 
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LXIV. 

DOVER CLIFF. 

How fearful 

And dizssj to cast one’s eyes so low ! 

The crows, Jjnd choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles ; half way down 
Hangs ohe that gathers 8amj)hire, dreadful trade ; 
Methinks ho seems no bigger than his head ; 

% The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 

Appelir like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark, 
Diminished to h^r cock; her cock, a buoy 
JO Almost too small for sight ; the murmuring surge. 
That on the unnumbered idle pebbles chafes, 

Cannot be bes^rd so high. — 1*11 look no more ; 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. — King Lear^ iv. 6. 

LXV, • 

« 

• THE POWER OF MUSIC, * 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness and the night 

Become the touches of sweet harmony 

And, do but note a wild and wanton herd 
Or race of youthful and unbandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowjng and ne/ghing loud, J 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet "sound, 

10 Or any air of music touch their ears, * 

You shall perdeive them m|kah mutual stand, 

Their savage, eyes turned to a modest gaze, 
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By the sweet power of mnsic. Therefore, the poet 
Did fci^^n that Oi'pheus drew tt'ees, vstones, and floods ; 
Since nought so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 

But music for the time does change his nature. 

The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, Stratagems, and spoils ; 

20 The motions of his spirit are dull as niglit, 

And his affections dark as Erebus ; 

Let no such man bo trusted . — Merchant of Venice , > . i. 

LXVK 

THE BOUI/S EKRAND. 

Go, Soul, the body’s guest, 

Upon a thankless errand ! 

Fear not to touch tlie best ; 

^ Tile truth shall be thy warrant. 

Go, since I neeJs must die, 

6 AruJ give the world the lie. 

Go, tell tlio Court — it glows 

And shines like rotten wood ; 

Go, tell the Church — it shows 

What o good, and doth no good. 

If Church and Court reply, 

12 Then* give them both the lie. 

Tell Potentates; — they live 
Acting by others’ action, 

Not loved unless they give, 

Not strong but by a faction. 

If Potentates VepJy, 

18 Give Potentates the lie. 



THE SOUL S ERRAHD, 


77 


SECT. III.] 


Tell men of hi^h condition, 

That ruh/affairs of state-^ 
Their purpose is ambition, 

^ Their practice — only hate. 

And if they once reply, 

24 Then g4ve them all the lie. 

Tell them that bravo it most, 

They beg for more by spending, 
% ^Who, in their greatest cost, 

Seek nothing bat commending. 
And it they^ make reply, 

30 Then give them all tlie lie. 

« 

Tell Zoalr-it lacks devotion ; 

Tell Love — it is but lust ; 

• Tell Time—it is but motion ; 

Tell Flesh — it is but dust. 

And wish them not reply, 

36 For thourniust give the lie. 

Tell Age — it daily wasteth ; 

* Tell Honour — how it alters ; 

Tell Beauty — Ifow she blasteth ; 

• Tell Favour — how it falters. 

•And as they shall reply, 

42 Give every oho the lie. 

• 

Tell Wit — how much it jvranglea ^ 
In tickle points of niceness ; 

Tell Wisdom-r-she entangles ^ 

^ Herself in over- wiseness. * 

And when they do rej|ly/* 

^ 48 Straight give them both the lie. 
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Tell Physic — of her boh^ess ; 

Telf Skill — it is pretJ nsion ; 

Tell Charity— of coldness ; 

Tell Law — it is contention. 

And as they do reply, c 

S't So give them still the lie. ^ 

Tell Fortune --of her blindness ; 

Tell Nature — of decay ; 

Tell Friendship — of unkindness ; 

Tell Justice — of delay. " 

And if they will reply, ‘ 

60 Then give them all the lie. 

Tell Arts — they have no soundness, 

But vary by esteeming ; 

Tell Schools — they want profoundness, . 

And stand too much on seeming. • 
If Arts and Schools reply, 

66 Give Arts und'Schools the liq, 

Tell Faith — it’s fled the city ; 

Tell — how the country erreth ; 
Tell— Manhood shakes off pity; 

Tell — Virtue least preferreth. 

And if they do reply, 
li Spare not to give the lie,» 

So ^hon thou hast, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing, 
Although to give the lie 

Deserves no less than stabbing, 

Tet stab at tljee who will, • ^ 

78 No stab the sdoifean kill,— 
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LXVIC. 

th| master spirit. 

Giv* me a spirit tliat on life's rough soa 
Loves to have his sails filled with a lusty wind, 

Even 'till his sail-yards ti’emble, his masts crack. 

And his rapt ship run on her side so low 
That she drinks water, and her keel ploughs air. 
There is no danger to a mad that knows 
What life and death is ; there’s not any law 
Excbeds his knowledge ; neither is it lawful 
That he should iftoop to any other law ; 

He goes before them, and commands them all, 
That^to himself is a law rational. — Ohapman» 

LXVIIT. 

dLEOPATRA’S BARGE. 

Th* barge she sat in, like a burnished tjironc. 

Burnt on the water ; the poop was beaten gold ; 
Purple the satis, and so perfumed that [silver ; 

The winds' were love-sick with them ; the oars were 
Which to tlie tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which t^ey beat, to follow fastci*, 

As ainorous of their strokes. For her own person. 

It b(jggared all description ; she did lie 
In her pavilion — cloth-of-gold, of tissue — 

10 0*er-picturing Jhat Venus %vhcre we see 
The fency out- work nature ;jDn each giefe her. 

Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 

With divers-coloured fans, whose w'ind did seem 
To jjlow the delicate cheeks which they did onol, 

And what tfiey undid, di^ / 

Her gentlewomen, lik*c the Nereides, 
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So many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes, 

And made their benda adorninli^s ; at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
20 Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hands. 
That yarely frame the office. From tno barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the tense' 

Of the ad jacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon, her ; and Antony, 

Enthroned in the market*- place, did sit alone. 
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy 
Had gone to gape on Cleopatra too, 

And made a gap iu nature . — Antony ^ Oleopatta, ii. 2, 

LXIX. 

1NNOCBNC15, THE SACRKB AMITLKT. 

Innocence is the sacred amulet 
*6ainst all the poisons of infirmity, 

Of all misfortune, injury, and death ; 

That makes a man ip tune still in himself ; 

Free from the lot to be his own acoaser ; 

Ever in quiet, endless joy enjoying ; 

No strife nor no sedition in his powers ; 

No motion in his will against his reason ; 

No thought against thought*; nor (as 'twere in the 
confines ' 

10 Of wishing and repenting bgth) possess 
Only a wayward and tumultuous peace ; 

. But, all j^arts in him friendly and‘ secure. . 

Fruitful of all best *^hirtgs in all worst seasons, 

He can with every wish be in their plenty ; 

Wl^n thepnfectious guilt of one foul crime 
Destroys the free content of all our time. — Chapman. 
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SECTION IV (1610—1626.) 

LXX. 

• A SEA DIRGE. 

pDiiL fathom five thy father lies ; 

Of bis bones are o^ral made ; 

Those are pearls that were bis eyes ; 

Nothing of him that doth fade. 

Hut doth^sufEer a sea- change 
Into something rich and strange ; 

Sea-nymphs hourly ring bis knell. 

ft 

Hark l^now I hear them, — ding-dong, bell. 

— The Tempest, i. 2. 

LXXl. 

A LAND DIRGB.* 

Call for the robin-redbreasUand the wren, 

Since o*er shatly groves they hover, ^ 

And with leaves and flowers do cover 
Thc^ friendless bodies of unburied men. 

Call unto his funeral dole 

ft 

The aiit, the field-mouse, and the mole, 

To rear him hillocks that shall keep him warm, 

And (when gay tombs are robbed) sustain no harm ; 
But keep the wolf far thence, that’s foe to men. 

For wfith his nails he*ll dig them T\p ap'vfn. 

— The White Devil by Webster, 

* 1 never saw anything like this Dirgo except the ditty which 
reminds Ferdinand of his drowned father in the Tiemptmt, As that 
is of the viator, watery, so this is of thc^ earth earthy. Both have 
that intonsenesH of feeling, which twcias to resolve itself Into the 
eleinentB which it contemplufccif. Charles LamO, 

ft F 



32 


AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY, 


[bk, 1. 


LXXII. 

WOLSEY*S REMOi *.SE. 

What sudden anger’s this ? hcflv have I reaped it ? 
He parted frowning from mo, as if ruin 
Leaped from his eyes ; so looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gelled liim, 

Then makes him nothing. I must road this paper ; 

I fear, the story of his anger. ’Tis so ; 

This paper has nndofie me ; ’tis the account 
Of all that world of wealth 1 have drawn together 
For mine own ends ; indeed to gain the pop.dom, 

10 And fee my friends in Home. — 0 negligence, 

Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil 
Made mo put this main secret in the packet 
f sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? 

No new device to beat this from hia brains ? 

I know’t will stir him strongly ;‘yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune 
Will bring me off again. — What’s this? — ‘To the Pope?’ 
The letter, as I live, with all the business 
I writ to his holiness ! — Nay then, farewell ! 

20 I have touched the highest point of all my greatness, 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 

I haste now to my setting. I shall fall. 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, * 

And no man see me more 

Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness ! 

This is state of man : To-day 'he puts ferth 
The tender leaves o\ hope ; to-morrow blossoms, 

And bears bis blus.Jng honours thick upon him ; 

The third* day comes a frost, a killing frost; 

30 And, — when bo thinks, good easy mtin, full surely 
His greatness is a ripening — nips his root, 
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And then he falls, as T do. I have ventured, 

Like little wanton toys that swim on bladders, 

This many summoA in a sea of glory ; 

Bat far beyond niy depth ; ray high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has loft me. 
Weary* and (^Id with service, to the mercy 
Of a rude stream, that must for (‘ver hide me. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye ! 

-0 I feel my heart new opened. * Oh how wretched 
^ Is that poor man that hangs on princes* favours ! 
TlierAas, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, 

That sweet aspcc'Aof princes, and their ruin, 

More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; 

And, when he falls, lie falls like Lucifer, 

N'ever to hope again. — Henry VUL iii. 2, 

LXXIII. 

WOLSErS ADVICE TO CROMWELL. 

CROMWKiJi ! I did not think to shed a tear 
In all my miseries; but thou kast forced me, 

Out of thy hont^t truth, to play the woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes ! and thus far hear me, Cromwell, 
And, when I am forgotten, as 1 shall be, 

And s*lcc*p in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must bolieaixl of, say, I taught thee; 
Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory, 

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour, 

. 10 Found thee a way, out of his wrack, to rise in ; 

A sure and safe <fne, though thy master i?isscd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruiiuHt 'me. 

Cromwell, I charge thee, fling aw^ay ambition ; 

By that sin fell the angels ; liow can man, then, 

The image of his Maker, hope to win by^t ? 

Love thyself last ; cherish t^se liearts that hate ther : 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 
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Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues, lie just, and fear not. 

20 Let all the ends thou aim*st at bo thy country’s, 

Thy God’s, and truth’s ; then, if thou fallest, O Crom- 
well, 

'fhou fallest a blessed martyr. 8orve the king ; 

And, — Prithee, load me in : — 

'rhero, take an inventory of all I have, 

To the last penny, — tis the king’s ; my robe. 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Ciiomwell, 
Had I but served my God with half the zeal 
1 served my king, ho would not in mine age 
30 Have left me naked to mine enemies. — Ibui. 

LINES ON TIIK TOMBS IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Mortality, behold and fear ! 

What a change of flesh is here ! 

Think how mai;\y royal bones 
Sleep within this heap of stor.es ; 

Here they lie had realms and lands, 

Who now want strength to stir their hands ; 
Where from their pulpits sealed with dust 
They preach, * In greatness is no trust.* 

Here’s an aero sown indeed 
iO With the richest royall’st seed 
That the earth did o’er suck in, 
f^in'ie the first man died for lin ; 

' Here ^he 'bonc;. of birth have cried, 

‘ Though gods they were, as men they died’; 

Hero are sands, ignoble things, 

Dropt from the ruin’d sides of kings ; 

Here’s a world oj pomp and state, 

Buried in dust, once dead by fate. — Beaumont. 



SECT. IV.] 


REVENGE OF INJURIES. 


85 


His adversary’s heart to him doth tie. 

And *tis a firmer conquest, truly said, 
fi To vrixi the heart, than overthrow the head. 

If wo a worthy enemy do find, 

9V> yield to worth it must be nobly done ; 

But if of bascr«mctal bo his mind, 

In base revenj^e there is no honour won. 

Who would a worthy courage overthrow, 

12 And who would wrestle with a worthless foe ? 

• 

We say our hearts are great, and cannot yield ; 

Because they cannot yield, it proves them poor ; 
Greht hearts are tasked beyond their power but seld : 
The weakest lion will th^ loudest roar. 

Truth’s school f^r certain doth this same allow, 

18 High-hearted ness doth sonietiraes teach to* bow. 

A noble heart doth teach a virtuous scorn, — 

To scorn to* owe a duty over-long ; 

To scorn to be forijenefits forborne ; 

scorn to lie, to scorn to do a wrong ; 

To scArn to bear an injury in mind ; 

. 24 To scorn a free-born heart slave-like to bind. 

But jf for wrofigs we needs revenge mrst have, 
Then be our vengeance of^the noBTest kind j 
Do we his body from our fury save,« 

And let our hate prevail against our mind ? 

What, can ’gainst him a greater vengeance be, 

30 Than make his foe more wcjfthy far than he ? 

, — jUfunaw, the Fair Quee^i of Jewry ^ by Lady Oareio, 
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LXXVI. ' 

MAN IS HIS OWN WTAR. 

Man is Ins own star, and the soul that can 
Render an honest and a perfect man, 

Commands all light, all influence, ali fate ; 

Nothing to him falls early or too late ; 

Our acts our angels are, or good or ill, 

Our fatal shadows that walk by us still. -^Fletcher, 
— Upon an Konest Man^^ Fortune, 

LXXVIl. 

WEKP NO MOUK. 

Wkep no more, nor sigh, nor groan, 

Sorrow calls no time that’s gone ; 

Violets plucked the sweetest rain 
Makes not fresh nor grow again ; 

Trim thy locks, look cheerfully ; 

Fate’s hidtleri ends eyes cannot see ; 

TojvS as -winged dreams fly fast, 

Why should sadness longer last ? 

Grief is but a wound to woo ; 

Gentlest fair, mourn, raourruno more. — Fletcher, 

— Fronn the Queen of Corinth, 

LXXVIII. 

THE HAPPY Lim* . 

« 

How hSflpy is he born and taught, 

That .servoth not another’s will ; 

Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple tputh his utmost s^ill ! • 

♦Drummond of Hawthornden wrote of Ben Jonson, who visited him 
in 1616- 19, * Sir H. Wottoo^s verses of a happy life he hath by hesjrt*’ 



SKCT. IV,] 


BPITAPH ON KLIZABETH L. H, 


87 


Whose passions not his masters are, 

Whoso soul ifj still prepared for death, 

Not tied unto the world with care 
* 8 Of pnblio fame or private breath ; 

Wlio envjes none that chance doth raise, 

Or vice ; who never understood 
How deepest wounds arc ^iven by praise ; 
Nor rules of state, but rules of good ; 

"VSTho hath his life from rumours freed, 

^hose consf ionce is his strong retreat ; 
Whose state can neither flatterers feed, 

16 Nor ruin make accusers great ; 

Who God dpth late and early pray 
More of His grace than gifts to lend ; 

And entortainl? the harmless day 
With a religious book or fi’iond. ^ 

This man is freed from soiVilo bands 
. Of hope to rise, or fear to fail ; • 

Lord of himself, though not of lands ; 

24 .And having nothing, yet hath all. — Wotion, 

" I/XXIX. 

* EPITAPH ON ELIZABETH L. H, 

% 

WoULDST thou hear what man can.say 
In a little Reader, stay. 

Underneath this stone deth lie 
As much beauty as could die ; 

Which in life did harbour give 
To morOt virtue than doth ,Jive. 

If at all she had a^fauA, 

Leave it buried in this vault. 
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One name was Elizabeth ; 

The other, let it sleep in <^ath, 

Fitter where it died to tell, 

Than that it lived at alL Farewell ! 

— Ben Jonson. 


LXXX. 

SHALL I, W/ STING IN DESPAIR. 

Shall I, wasting in despair, 

Dio because a woman’s fair ? 

Or make pale my cheek 3 with care 
’Cau.se another’s rosy are ? 

Be she fairer than the day 
Or the flowery meads in May — 
If she think not well of me 
What care I how fair she be ? 

^Shall my seely heart be pined 
’Cause 1 800 a woman kind ; 

Or a well disposed nature 
Joiu 6 d with a lovely feature ? 

Be she meeker, kinder, than 
Turtle-dove or pelican, 

It she be not so to me 

Whf-. . care I how kind she be ? 

Shall a woman’s virtues move 
Me to perish for her lovt ? 

Or her well-deservings known 
Make lae quite forget mine own ? 

Be she with that goodness blest 
Whiph may merit nan^e of beat ; 
If she bh not, such to me, 

What care I how good she be P 


24 
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*Cau6e her forto.ne seems too high, 

Shall I play th<j| fool and die ? 

She that bears a noble mind 
If not outward helps she find, 

• Thinks what with them ho would do 
Thatf without them dares her woo ; 

And unless that mind I see, 

32 What care I how great she be ? 

Great or good, or kind or fair, 

I\>ill ne’er the moro despair ; 

If she love me*j this believe, 

I will die ere she shall grieve ; 

, If she slight me when I woo, 

I can sforn and let her go ; 

For if she be not for me, 

40 What care I for whom she be ? — Wither.^ 

LXXXI. 

* TO CBLIA.t 

• Drink to mo only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with’ mine ; 

*Or leave a *kiss but in the cup, 

And I’ll not look for wine. 

The tliirst that from the soul doth rise, 

" Doth ask a drink divine ; 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, * 

H .1 would hot change for thiiip. 

ft 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath, ^ 

Not so nmeh honouring thee, 


*ThiB iB«from tbe> original edition ot tWither's Fidelia, 1616; of 
which there is a copy in the Bodleiacf Library (Vide Ward's English 
Foets,yo\, 3.) 

t From the prose lovedetters of .Fhilostratns, about 250 A.n, 
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As giving it a hope, that there 
It could not withered 
But thou thoreon didst only breathe, 

And sent’st it back to me ; 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 

16 Not of itself, but thee. * — Ben Jonson. 


Lxxxir. 

THIS Lfpjs A BUBBLE. 

This Life^ which seems so fair, 

Is like a bubble blown up in the air 
By sporting children’s breath, ^ 

Who chase it ‘every where 

And strive who can most motion it bequeath. 

And though it sometimes seem of its own might 
Like to an eye of gold to be fixed there. 

And firm to hover in that empty’ height, 

That only is because it is so light. 

10 — But in that pomptit doth not long appear ; 

For wheq ’tis most admired, in a thought, 

Because it erst was nought, it turns to nought. 

— Drummond . 

Lxxxni. 

THP WORLD’S A BtiBBLB.* 


The world ! s a buhbU, and the Life of Man 

Less than a span ; * 

fn his conception wretched, from the womb 
So to the tomb ; ' 

Curst from nis cradJe, and brought up to years 


With cares and fears. 

Who then to frail mortality shall trust, 


8 But limns on water, or but writes imdust. « 

* Imitated from the Greek Antholdgy ; see J. A. Synionds’ Studies 
of ttie Greek Poete* . 
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Yet whilst with sorrow here we live opprest, 

What li^’e is best ? 

Courts are but only superficial schools 
To dandle fools ; 

The rural parts are turned into a den 
Cf savaj^e men ; 

And where’s a city from foul vice so free, 

1 G But may be termed the wo:«t of all the three ? 

Domestic cares afflict the husband’s bed, 

• * Or pains his head ; 

Those that live -single take it for curse, 

Or do tilings worse ; 

Som^ would have children ; those that have them, moan 
Or wish them gone ; * 

What is it, then, to have, or have no wife, 

24 But single thrafdom, or a double strife ? 

Our own affections still at home to please 
* Isa disease ; 

To cross the seas to any foreign soil, ’ 

Peril and toil ; 

Wars with their noise affright us ; when they cease, 
Wo are worse in peace; — 

WhaJ then remains, but that we still should cry 
32 For Jaeing born, or, being born, to die ? — Bacon* 

t 

LXXXIV. 

« 

* THK PRAISE OP giW.NSElR.o- 

All their pipes were still, 

And Colin Cloul began to tune his quiU 
With such dpep art that every one was given 
To think Apollo, newly sliS from Heaven, 

, Had ta’eu a human shape to win bifi^ love, 
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Or with the western swains for ^lory strove. 

He sang th’ heroic knights of ijairy-land 
In lines so elegant, of such command, 

That had the Thracian played bat half so well, 

He had not left Eurydice in Hell i. 

10 Bat ere he ended his melodious song ■ 

An host of angels flew the clouds among, 

And rapt this swan fnom his attentive mates, 

To make him one of their associates 

In Heaven’s fair quire ; where now he sings tl^e praise 

Of Him that is the first and last pf days. 

Divinest Spenser, heaven-bred, happy Muse ! 

Would any power into my brain infuse 
Thy worth, or all that poets had before, 

I could .not pi’aise till thou deserv’st no more. 

— Browne* 8 Britannia* s Pastorals, 


"LXXXV. 

i. 

AGAINST A RICH MAN DESPISING POVERTY. 

If well thou view’st us with no squinted eye,, 

No partial judgment, thou wilt quickly rate 
Thy wealth no i icher than my poverty, 

My want no poor©’' than thy rich estate ; ^ 

Our ends and births alike ; in this, as T, 

6 Poof thou wert born, and poor again sbalt die. 

My little fills my little wishing mind ; 

Thou having mv re than much yet seckest more ; 
Who seek§, still wishes what he seeks to find ; 

Who wishes wants c and who so wan^s is pooc ; 
Then this must* fcfclow^of necessity ; ’ 

12 Poor are thy riches, rich my poverty. 
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Whatever man posaesses, God has lent ; 

And to his audit liable is ever 

To reckon how, fitid where, and when he spent ; 

Tlieii thus thou bragg*st thou art a great receiver. 
^Little my debt when little is my store, 

18 The i^iore thou hast, thy debt still grows the 
more. 

But seeing God himself descended down. 

To enrich the poor by his rich poverty ; 

His ^eat, his house, his grave, were not his own ; 

Yet all is his from all eternity ; 

Let me bo like my head whom I adore * 

24 JBe thou groat, wealthy, — I still base and jfioor ^ 

Drop, drop, ^ow tears, and bathe those beauteous feet, 
Which brought from heaven the news and Prince of 
,Peace ! 

Cease not, wet eyes, Hia mercy to entreat ! 

To cry for vengeance sin doth never cease. 

In your deep floods drown all my faultr. and fears ; 

30 Nor let his eye see sin but through my tears. 

« , — Fletcher, 


LXXXVI. 

TO SLBBP, 

Slekp, silence’. child, sweet father of soft rest,, 
f^rinde, whoso approach peace to alLmortals brings .. 
Indifferent host to sbepherds and to kings. 

Sole comforter of minds with grief oppressed ! 

Lo, by thy charming rod all breathing things 
Lie slumb’nng with forgetfulness possessed, 

And yet o'er me to spread thy drowsy wings 
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Tliou sparest, alas ! who cannot be thy guest. 

Since I am thine, 0 come, but with that face 
To inward light which thou art! wont to show, 

With feigned solace ease a trne-felt woe, 

Or if, deaf god, thou do deny that grace. 

Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath. 
I long to kiss the image of my death. 

— Brummonti , 

LX XXVII. 

INVOCATION TO SLEEV. 

Caee-charming Sleep, thou easer of all woes, 

Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose 

On this afflicted prince ; fall like a qloiid 

In gentle showers ; give nothing that is loud 

Or painful to his slumbers; — easy, light, 

And as Oi ^purling stream, thou sou of Night, ' 

Pass by his troubled Sfcnses ; sing his pain 

Like hollow murmuring wind or sik er rain ; 

Into this prince, gently, oh, gently slide, 

And kiss him into slumbers like a bride ! 

— Fletcher s Va I en i i yt ia n 
% 


LXXXVIII. 

t. 

EPTTAFH ON THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE. 

Ui:dernbath this sable hearse, 

Lies t^.e'subjoict of all verse, 

Sidnej^’s sister, Pembroke's mother ; 
Death, ere thou hast slain another, 
Learned, and^ fair, and good a}j,she, .. 
Time shall tbToy a dart at tlicc ! 

— Be7i Jomon. 
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LXXXIX. 

,A MADBIGAL. 

Mv thoughts hold mortal strife, 

I do detest my Ufe, 

And Vvith lamenting cries 
Peace to my soul to bring, 

Oft call tliat prince, which here doth monarohize ; 
Bnt ho, grim-grinning* king, 

Who caitiffs scorns, and doth the blest snrprise, 
fiate .having decked with beauty’s rose bis tomb, 
Disdains to crop a weed, and will not come. 

— Drummond. 

xc. 

SAINT JOHN THIS BAPTIST. 

The last and greatest herald of FTeaven’s King 
Girt with rough skins, hies to the deserts wild, 
Among that .savage brood the woods forth bring, 
Which he raor«* harmless found than map, and mild. 

' His food was locusts, and what there doth spring, 
With honey that from virgin hives distilled ,* 

Parched body, hollow eyes, some unenmth thing 
Made him appear, long since from earth exiled. 

There burst he forth : ‘All ye whoso hopes rely 
On God, with me amidst these deserts mourn, 

Repent repent, and from old errors turn !’ 

— Wha listened to his voice, obeyed his cry ? 

Only tho echoes, which ho made relent, 

Rung from their flinty caves, Repeat ! Repent \ 

—Drummond. 

* This is prior to Milton's ‘ grim D^ ath grinned horrible a ghastly 
smile,' Par. Lost, ii. 804, 846. 
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XCI. 

A PABKWRLL TO THB VANITIBS OF THE WORLD. 

Farbwell, yo gilded follies, pleasing troubles ; 
Farewell, yo honoured rags, yo gloricpus bubbles ; 
Fame’s but a hollow echo ; gold pure clay ; 

Honour the darling but of one short day. 

Beauty the eye’s idol, but a damasked skin ; 

State but a golden prison to live in, ^ 

And torture free-born minds ; embroidered trains 
Merely but pageants for proud swelling veins ; 

And blood allied to greatness, is alone 
Inherited, not purchased nor our own ;* * 

Fame, honour, beauty, state, train, blood and birth, 
12 Are but the fading blossoms of the earth. 

J would-be great, but that the sun doth still 
Level his rays against the rising hill ; 

1 would.be high, but see the proirtlest oak 
Most subject to the rending thunder-stroke ; 

1 would be rich, but see men, too unkind, 

Dig in the bowels of the richest mind ; 

I would be wise, but that I often see 
The fox suspected, whilst the ass goes free ; 

I would be fair, but see the fair and proud. 

Like the bright sun, oft setting in a cloud ; 

1 would be poor, but know the humble grass 
Still trampled on by each unworthy ass ; 

Rich bated ; wise suspected ; scorned if poor ; 

Groat feared j fair tempted ; high still envied more ; 

I have wished, al^, ; but now I ^ish for heither ; 

28 Great, high, rich; wise nor fair ; poor I’ll bo rather. 
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Would the world now adopt me for her heir, 

Would beauty’s queen entitle me ‘ The Fair,’ 

Fame speak me Fortune’s minion, could I vie 
Angels* with India ; with a speaking eye 
Comrpand bare heads, bowed knees, strike Justice 
dumb, • 

As well as blind and lame, or give a tongue 
To stones by epitaphs ; be chilled great master 
In the loose rhymes of every poetaster ; 

Could 1 be more than any man that lives, 

Grcaf, fair, rich, wise, all in superlatives ; 

Yet I more freely w^ould these gifts. resign, 

Than ever Fortune would have made them mine, 

And hold one minute of this holy leisure 
42 Beyond tRo riches of this empty pleasure. 

Welcome pure thoughts, welcome ye silent groves, 
These guests, these courts, my soul ,most dearly 
loves ; • 

Now the wing^ people of the sky shall, sing 
* My cheerful anthems to the gladsome spring ; 

A prayer-book now shall be my looking-glass, 

In which I will adore sweet Virtue’s face. 

Hero dwell no hateful looks, no palace-cares, 

No broken vows dwell here, nor pale-faced feai\s ; 
Thcn^lere I’ll sit, and sigh my hot love's folly, 

And learn to affect an holy melancholy ; 

And if Conlcntmont be a stranger then, 

54 I'll ne’er look for it, but in heaven again. 

WoitOH, 


* An angol was a coin, worth IDs* 
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XCII. 

TO MBLANCHOL’^ 

Hence, all you vain delights, 

As short as arc the nights 

Wherein yon spend your folJy ! 

There's nought in this life sweet, 

If man were w iso to see 't, 

But only Melancholy ; 

0 sweetest Melancholy ! 

Welcome, folded arms and fixed eyes, 

A sigh that piercing mortifies, 
lU * A look that’s fastened to the ground, 

A tongue chained up without a sound ! 

Fountain heads and pathless groves, 

Places which pale passion loves I 
Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are' warmly housed save bats and owls I 
A midnight bcli, a parting groan, 

The&e are the sounds we foed^upoii ; 

Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley ; 
Nothing’s so dainty sweet as lovely Melancholy. 

— Fiei cherts Nice Valour. 

XCIIT. 

ON HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN OP BOHEMIA,* 

You meaner beauties of the night, 

« That poorly, satisfy our eyes 

More \>y your number than your light ; 

You common people of the skies ; 

5 What are you when the moon shall rise ? 

t ^ * ■* 

* Written about 1620 ; prinlod vith music in Est’s Siwth Set of 
Bo oka i 1024. Elizabeth, Qnoeu of Bohemia, was daughter of James I. 
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You curious chanters oi tho wood, 

That warble forth Dame Nature’s lays, 
Thinking yo(ir passions understood 

By your weak accents ; what’s your praise, 
10 t When Philomel her voice shall raise ? 

You vfolets that first appear, 

By your pure purple mantles known 
Like the proud virgin^ of the year, 

As if the spring were all your own ; 

15. What arc you when the rose is blown ? 

So, when nty mistress shall bo seen 
In form and beauty of her mind, 

By virtue fuvst, then choice, a Queen, 

Toll nw if she were not (icsign(‘d 
20 Tile eclipse and glory of her kind ? 

* — Wotion. 

xciv. • 

TO TTTR SraMORY OP MY BELOVED MASTER 
WILLIAM SHAKSTEARE, AND WHAT HE HATfl. LEPT US.* 

• 

. To draw no envy, Shakspeare, on thy name, 

Am»I thus ample to thy book and fame ; 

While I confess thy writings to be such, 

As noither Man nor Muse can praise too much. 
’Tis true, and all men’s suffrage. But these ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise ; 

For seeliest ignorance on these rg^y light, .r 

Whiefi, when it sounds at best, but echoes right 
Or blind affection, which doth ne’er advance 
10 The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all liy chance ; 
Or crafty majico might pretend this praise, 

And think to ruin where if seemed to raise. 

# From tho fcirat Folio EJitiou of Shakspeare, 1623, 
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These are, as some infamous bawd or whore 
Should praise a matron; what could hurt her more ? 
But thou art proof against thorn and, indeed, 

Above the ill fortune of them, or the need. 

I therefore will begin : Soul of the age ! 

The applause, delight, the wonder of >ur stage ! 

My Shakspeark, rise ! I will not lodge thee by 
liO Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie 
A little further, to make thee a room ; 

Thou art a monument without a tomb. 

And art alive still while thy book doth live, 

And we have wits to read, and prai.so to give. 

That I not mix thee so my brfiin excuses, — 

I mean with great, but dispro portioned Muses ; 

For if I thought my judgment were of years, 

1 should commit thee surely with thy peers, 

And tell how far thou didst our Lyly outshine, 

MO Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe’s miglity lino. 

And though thou hadst small Latin and less Greek, 
From tlicnco to honour thco, T would not seek 
For names, but call forth thundering .^schylus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 

Pacuvius, Acciurf, him of Cordova* dead, 

To life again, to hear thy buskin tread. 

And shake a stage ; or, when thy socks wei j on, 
Leave thco alone for a comparison 
. , Of all that insolent Greece or haughty Romo 
>1-0 Sent forth, w since did from their ashes come. 

lio. In allusion to an elegy on Sbakspeare, by W. Basse, boginuing— 
Benownecl Spenser, lie a thought more nigh 
To learned Chancer; and rare Beaumont,” io * 

A littlo nearer Spenser, to mako room 

For Shakspoare in year threefold, fourfold tomb. 

SeT Roman tragic.poets of the 2nd century b. c. * Seneca, 
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Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to show, 

To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe. 

Ho was not of an*age, but for all lime 1 

And all the Muses still were in their prime, 

Whep, like Apollo, he camo forth to warm 

Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm ! 

Nature herself W'as proud of his designs. 

And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines, 

Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit, 

50 As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit. 

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please ; 

But antiquated and deserted lie, 

As they were not of Nature^s family. 

Yet must I not give Nature all ; thy Art, 

My gentle Shal^speare, must enjoy a part. 

Por though the poet’s matter nature be, 

His art dotli give the fashion ; and thafr he* 

Who casts to write a living *line, mast sweat 

60 (Such as thine are) and strike the second heat 

Upon the Muses’ anvil, turn the same, 

And liimself w,ith it, that ho tliinks to frame ; 

Or for the laurel liOiniay gain to scorn ; 

For \ good poet’s made, as well as boj*n. 

And^uch wert thou 1 Look, how the father’s face 

Lives in his issue, even so the race , 

Of Shakspearo^s mind and maimers brightly sh»npH, 

In hi^ well turned and true ^iled IWs, ^ 

In each of which he seems to shake ^ lance, 

70 As brandished at the eyes of ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a sight*it were 
♦ • * 

To see thee in our waters appear, 

. *That hos* that man. 
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And make those flights upon the banks of Thames, 
That so did take Eliza and our James ! 

But stay, 1 see thee in the hemisphere 
Advanced, and made a constellation there ! 

Shine forth, thou Star of Poets, and with rage 
Or influoiico chide or cheer the droopi'i'ig stage, 
Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned 
like night, 

ttO And despairs day but for thy volume’s light. 

— Be7b, Jmson* 

xcv. 

*' SONNKT.-TO DEx\Tir. 

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so ; 

For those, whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow, 
Die not, poor Death ; nor yet canst thou kill mo. 
From rest and sleep, which but thy picture be. 

Much pleasure, then from thee mii/^h more must flow ; 
7 And soonest our best men with thee do go, 

Best of their bones, and soul’s delivery. 

Tliou’rt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men. 
And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell ; 

And poppy’ or charms can make us sleep as well, 
And better than thy stroke. Why swell’st tdou then F 
One short" sleep j)ast, we wake eternally ; 

*I i And death shall be no more ; Dcdth, thou sbalt die. 

— Donne. 
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SECTION V (1629—1649.) 

xcvr. 

« 

ON TITE MOENINGOF CHRIST’S NATIVITY.* 

This is fche month, and this the*happy morn, 

Wherein the Son of Heavcji*s eternal King, 

Of wedded Maid, and Yirgin-Mother born, 

Our great redemption from above did bring ; 

For 5b the holy 8ag(« once did sing, 

That he our deadly forfeit should release, 

7 And with his Father work us a perpetual peace. 

That*glonous^form, that light unsufTcrable, 

And that far-beaming blaze of majesty, 

Wherewith ho wont at Heaven’s high council- table 
To sft the midst of Trinal Unity, 

He laid aside ; and, here with us to be,* 

Forsook tlK^courts of everlasting day, 

M And chose with ns a darksome house of mortal clay. 

Sa^, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein 
Afford a present to the Infant God ? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain, 

To li^lcome him to this his now abode, 

Now, while the heaven, by the sun's team nntrod, 

Hath took no print of the approaching light, 

21 And ell the spangled host keep twatch in squacf^iif?^ 
bright ? 

See how from far upon the eastern road 
The»star-led^ wizards haste with odours sweet; 

♦The Ode on the Nativity perhaps the finest in the English 
Lan gnag© . — Hallam, 
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Oh ! run, prevent them with thy huinhle ode, 

And lay it lowly at his blessed feet ; 

Have thou the honour first thy Jjord to greet. 

And join thy voice unto {he angel choir, 

28 From out his secret altar touched with hallowed fire. 

THE HYMN. 

It was the winter wild. 

While the Heaven-born child . ^ 

All meanly wrapt in the rude* manger lies ; 
Nature in awe to liim 
Had defied her gaudy trim, 

With her groat Master so to syin,pathize ; 

It was no season then for her 

To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 

Only, wi+h speeches fair, 

She WOOS the gentle air 

To hide her guilty front with in.iocent snow, 

And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw ; 
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 
1.4 Should look so nes upon her foul deformities. 

But he, he;:* fears to cease, 
g^nt down the meek-eyed Peace 

She, crowned with olive green, came softly-sliding 
Down through the turning sphere, 

His ready harbinger, 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing ; 
And, waving wide Lor myrtle wand, 

52 She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 
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No war, or battle’s sound, 

Was heard the world around ; 

The idle spear i*nd shield wore high up hung ; 

The hooked chariot stood 
LTiistained with hostile blood ; 

The truTHjiet spake not to the armed throng ; 

And kings sat still with awful eye, 

As if they surely knew theiu sovereign Lord was by. 

J3ut peaceful was the night 
WJifi^ein the Prince of Light 
His reign of p^ace upon the earth began ; 

The winds, with wonder whist, 

Smoothly tho waters kissed, 

Whisporing^new joys to tho mild ocean. 

Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 

08 While birds of cftlcu sit brooding on the charmed wave. 
The stars, wdth deep amaze, ^ 

Stand fixed in steadfast gazo^ 

Bonding o no* way their precious infliiQDce, 

And will not take their flight 
For all the morning light. 

Or Lucifer tfiat often warned them thence : 

% * 

But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 

70 Until^heir Lord himself bespako, and bid them go. 

And, though the shady gloom 
Had given dayjior room. 

The ‘sun himself withheld Ijis wo'afed speed, 

And hid his head for shame. 

As his inferior flame 

Thp new enlightened world no more Should need ; 
He saw a greater Sun appe^ft,r ‘ 

84 Than his bright throne or burning axletree could bear. 
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The shepherds on the lawn, 

Or ere the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting in a rusiti'c row ; 

Full little thought they then* 

That the mighty Pan ^ 

Was kindly come to live with then? below ; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 

92 Was all that did thcji* silly thoughts so busy keep. 

When sucli music sweet 

Their hearts and ears did greet, ^ , 

As never was by mortal fingey. strook ; 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringed noise, 

As all their souls in blissful rapture toot ; 

The air, such pleasure loth to lose, 

100 With thousand cohoes still prolongs each heavenly 
close. 

Nature, that heard sucli sound, 

Beneath the hollow round 

Of Cynthia’s seat, the airy region thrilling. 

Now was almost won 
To think her part was done, 

And tliat hex reign had hero its last fulfilling ; 

She knew such hr ’iiiony alone 
108 Could hold all Heaven and Earth in happier union. 

^t last surrounds their sight ^ 

. A globe of (ypcular light, ^ 

That wUh }ong beams the shame-faced Night 
arrayed ; 

The belniod Cherubim, 

And s worded Seraph '^m. 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed, 
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Harping in loud and solemn choir, 

11 G With nncxpresaive notes, to Heaven’s new-born Heir, 

Such music (as ’tis said) 

Before was never made, 

Butfwhcn of old the Sons of Morning sung, 

While the (?reator great 
His constellations set. 

And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 

And cast the dark foundation deep, 

124 And-l^d the weltering waves their oozy channel keep. 

Ring out, ye crystal Spheres ! 

Once bless our human ears 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so), 

And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time ; 

And let the base of Heaven’s deep organ blow, 

And with your ninefold harmony • 

132 Make up full consort to the angelic symphony. 

• • 

• For if such holy song 

Enwrap our fancy long, 

Tifne will rutf back, and fetch the age of gold ; 

And speckled Vanity* 

Will sfbken soon and die ; 

Ana*Ieprous Sin will melt from earthly mould ; 

■ And Hell itself will pass aw^ay, • 

140 And leave her doloiws mansions Ijo the peeriflg daji, 

Yea, Truth and Justice then ^ 

Will down return to men, 

Orl^ed in a rainbow ; and, like gloried wearing, 
Mercy will sit between, • • 

Throned in celestial sh&n, 
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With radient feet the tissued clouds down steering ; 
And Heaven, as at some festival, 

148 Will open wide the gates of he* high palace hall. 

-But wisest Fate says No, 

This must not yet he so, 

The }3abo lies yet in smiling infancy, 

That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our losi. 

So both himself and us to glorify ; 

Yet first, to those y chained in sleep, 

1 50 The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through 
the deep, 

With such a horrid clang 
As on Mount 8inai rang. 

While the red fire and smouldering clouds ouibrake ; 
The aged earth aghast, 

With terror of that blast, 

Shall from the swface to the centre shake ; 

When, at the world’s last session 
164 The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his 
throne. 

And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins ; for from this happy day 
The old Dragon, under ground ^ 

In straitcr limits bound, 

Not half so far casts his usurped sway, 

And, wroth to see his kingdom fail, 

172 Swindges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 

The oracles are dumb, 

No voice or hideous "hum 

Buns through the arch6d roof in words deceiving. 
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Apollo from liis shrine 
Can no more divine, 

With hollow the steep of Delphos leaving. 

^ No nightly trance, or breathM spell, 

180 Inspires the pale-oyed priest from the pi’ophetic cell. 

The lonely mountains o’er 
And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament j 
&Vom haunted spring and dale, 

Edge(J witli poplar pale, 

The parting Genius is wilh sighing sent; 

With flower-inwoven tresses torn 
188 The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets 
mourn. • 

Jn consecrated earili, 

And On the holy hearth. 

The Lars and Lomures mof<n with midnight plaint ; 
In urns and altj,rs round, 

• A drear and dying sound * 

Affrights the Flamcns at their service quaint ; 

An(T the chill iliarblo seems to sweat, 
lOG While each peculiar “Power forgoes liis wonted seat. 

Peor !wid Baalim 
Forsake their temples dim, 

With that t’vyce battered god of Palestine 
And rnooniSd Ashtaroth, ^ * , 

Heaven’s queen and mother both, 

Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine ; 

The Lyhic Hammon shrinks his horn, * 

204 In vain the Tyrian maidij*their wounded Thammuz 
mourn. 
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And sullen Moloch, fled, 

' Hath left in shadows dread 

His burning idol all of blaclfest hue ; 

In vain, with cymbals* ring, 

They call the grisly king, , 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue ; 

The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

212 Isis and Oriis, and tVe dog Aniibis, haste. 

Nor is Osiris seen 
In Memphian grove or green, 

Trampling the unshowered gr^ss with lo wings loud ; 
Nor can he be at rest 
Within his sacred chest; 

Nought but profoniidest Hell caji bo his shroud j 
In vain with timbrclcd anthems dark 
220 s^^le-stoled soi*ccrers bear bis worshipped ark. 

He feeli^ from Judah’s land 
The dreaded Infant’#^ hand, 

The rays of Ilethlohem blind bis dusky eyen ; 

Nor all the gods heside 
Longer dare abide, 

Nor Typhon huge ending in snkky twine ;* 

Our Babe, to show his GodlTead true, 

228 Can in his swaddling bands control the daftincd crew. 
So when the sun in bed, 

Curtained with cloudy red, 

i^illows his phin upon an orient wave, . 

The flocking shadows pale 

Troop to tbo infernal jail, ^ 

Each fgttorod ghost slips to his several grave ; 

And the yellow-slsjrted fays • • 

236 Fly after the nigEt-^eedj, leaving their moon-loved 
maze. . 
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Bat see, the Virgin blest 
Hath laid her Babe to rest ; 

Time is, our te<Jious song should here have ending ; 
Heaven’s youngest- teemed star 
Hath^fixed her polished car, 

Her. sloopjLUg Lord with handmaid lamp attending j 
And all about the courtly stable 
244 Bright-harnessed angels sit^'n order serviceable, 

— Milion. 


xevir. 

SHAKESPEARE.* 

WuAT needs my Shakespeare for his honoured bones 
The Ijibour of an age in piled stones, 

Or that his Jval lowed reliques should be hid 
Under a star-ypoiniing pyramid P 
Dear •son of memory, great heir of fame, 

What noed’st thou such weak witness of thy name ? 
Thou in our wonder and astonishment 
• Hast built thyself a live-long monniiicnf. 

For whilst to the shame of slow-endeavouring art 
10 Thy* easy numbers flow, and tliat each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Those»Delphic lines with deep impression took, 

Then %hou our fancy of itself bereaving, 

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving ; 

And so sepiilch^red in such pomp dost lie, 

That kings for such a tomb would Vish to die. 

• — Milton, 


w P 

* This was written in 1630, but fiist appeared in the Shakspeare 
Folio of 1632, on titled* * An Ejjjitaplf on tlio Adniirablo Dramatiek 
P<i 0 t, W. fcJhakespcarc.’ 
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XCYIII. 

LOYB ME LITTLE-LOVK^IE LONG. 

Love me little, love me long, 

Is the burden of my song ; — 

Love that is too hot and strong 
Burneth soon to waste. 

Still [ would not have thee cold, 

Not too backward or loo bold ; 

Love that lastcth till ^tis old 
8 Fadeth not iii haste. 

. If thou Invest rne too much, 

It will not prove as true as touch ; 
Love me little, more than such. 

For I fear the end. 

1 am with little well content, 

And a little from thee sent 
Is enough, with true intent, 

16 To b(3 steadfast friend. 

Say thou Invest mo while thou live, 

I to thoc my love will give, 

Never dreaming to deceive 

While tha ’ life endures j ♦ 
Nay, and after death, in sooth, 

] to thee will keep my truth, 

'"‘As now, when in May of youth; 

24 This mf love assures. 

Constant love is moderate ever, 

And it will through life persever ; 
Give me that, withr*truo endeavour 
I will it restox^e. 
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A suit of durance let it bo, 

For all weathers ; lliat for me, 

For the land i»r for the sea, 

32 Lasting ever more. 

Winter’s cold or summer’s heat, 

Autumn’s tempests on it beat, 

It can never know defeat, 

Never can rebel. 

Such the love that I would gain, 

• f^ich the love, I tell thee plain, 

Thou must {^ive, or woo in vain ; 

40 So to thee farewell. 

— 7/1 f urns. 


XCIX. 

• w 

ON HlS.ljETNG AUXIIVED AT THK AGE OP TWE^/-THHKK- 

How soon hath Time, the subtle thief 
Stolon on his wing my thre(‘-and- twentieth yeaj‘ ! 

• My hasting days Hy on witlj full career, 

But my late spring no bud or blossom sheweth. 
Perlwips my semblance might deeeivo tlie truth 
’That I to m«anhoo(f am arrived so near ; 

7 And* inward ripeness doth much less appear, 

That seme more timely-happy spirits nndueth. 

Yet, be it loss or more, or souji or slc^w, 

It shall be still in strictest measure even 
To diat same lot, however tueau or high, 

Toward which Time leads me, and thef will of Heaven ^ 
All is, if I have grace to use it so, ^ 

14 Aswer in my great Task- JMas ter ’s eye. 

^ # — Milton, — SoiLwt Ji. 
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C. 

SONG. 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows, 
When Juno is past, the iciJing rose, 

For in your beauty’s orient deep 
These Ho wars, a.s in their causes, sleep. 
Ask me no more whither do stray 
The golden atobis of the day, 

For, in pure Jove, heaven did prepare 
8 Those powders to enrich your hair. ^ , 
Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The nightingale when May is past, 

For in your sweet dividing throat 
She winiors and keeps warm her note. 
Ask me no more whore those stars light 
T^.'i'.t downwards fall in dead of night, 

For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Id Fixed become us in their sphere. 

Ask me no more if east or west 
The Phcjenix builds her spicy nest, 

For unto you at last she Hies, 

And in your fragrant bosom dies. — Carrw., 


cr. 

A DIRGE. 

Glories, pleasures, pomps, delights and ease, 
Can but please 

Outward senses, when the mind 
Is untroubled, or by peace refined. 

Crowns may flourish and decay, 

Beauties shine, *but fade away. 

Youth may revel, yet it must 
Lie down in a bed of dust. 
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Earthly honours Qow and waste, 

10 Time alone doth change and last. 

Sorrows minglc^i with contents pi*epare 
, llest for car*e ; 

Love only reigns in death ; though art 
Can find jio comfort for a Broken Heart. 

— Ford, — The hrohai, Heart. 
CIT- 9 

A wjsn. # 

This only grant me, that niy means may lie 
Too loV for envy, for contempt too high. 

Some honour 1 wcmld have 
Not from great deeds, hut good alone. « 

The iiAknown are bettor than ill known; 

fturnour can opo the grave. 

Aeqnaintanco 1 ^ould have, but whon’t depends 
8 Not 00 the number, but the choice of frtt'hiis. 

Books should, not business, entertain the? light. 

And sleep, as undisturbed us death, the night. 

, My lio use a cottage, more * 

Thau palace, and should titling be?, 

For all my use,. not luxury. 

My garden painifjd o’er 

With Jiature’s hand, not art’s; and ])lea8Uros yield, 

16 Horacc*might envy in his Sabine tield. 

Thus would I double my life’s fading sj^acc, 

For he that run^ it well, twice runs his racc,"^'^ 

And in this true delight,* *• 

These unbought sports, this happy slide, 

I would not fear nor wish ray fate, ^ 

But boldly say each night,. 

To-morrow let my sun bis laeams display, 

24i Or in clouds hide them ^ I have lived to-day.— 
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cm. 

DISDAIN RETURIJED. 

He that loves a rosy ^^hcek, 

Or a coral lip admh’es, 

Or from star-like eyes doth s^ck 
Fael to maintain his fires, 

As old Time makes these decay, 

G 8o his fldlnes must waste away. 

But a smooth and steadfast mind, 

Gentle thoughts and calm desires, 
Hearts, with equal love combined, 

Kindle never-dying fires ; 

Whore tlicse are not, I der.piso 
12 Lovely chocks or lips or eyes. 

‘iro tears, Celia, now shall win, 

' My resolved heart to return ; 

I have searenpd thy soul within 

And find npught but pride and scorn; 
I have learned thy arts, and now 
18 Can disdain as much as thou ! — Carew. 

CIV. ’ 

VIRTUE. 

Sweet day ! so cool, so calm, so bright — 

'^'ho bridal of the earth and sky ; 

The dews shall weep thy fall to-night ; 

4 , For thou must die, 

Sweef*rose ! whose hue, angry and brave, 

Bids the rash gazer wipe his eyo ; 

Thy root is ever in its grave, 

8 And thou must die. 
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Sweet spring ! full of sweet days and roses ; 

A box where sweets compacted lie ; 

Thy ^usic showj ye have your closes, 

^ 12 And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 

Like seasciicd timber, never gives ; 

But, though the whole world turn to coal, 

16 Then chiefly lives^. — Ilerhert. 


cv. 

WISDOM AND knowledge; 

0 

The meral poets (nor unaptly) feign 
TIiat, by lame Vulcan’s help, the pregnant brain 
Of sovereign Jov^ brought forth, and at that birth 
Was bpruo Minerva, lady of tho earth. 

0 strange divinity ! but sang bj^ rote, • 

Sweet is the tune, but in a wilder note. 

The moral says, Till Wisdom that is giverf 
To hood- winked mortals, first proceeds from heaven ; 
Truths error, Wisdom’s but wise insolence, 

J 0 And light’s but darkness, not derived from thenco ; 
Wisdoi^’s a strain transcends morality, 

ISTo virt’^e’s absent, Wisdom being by. 

Virtue by constant practice is acquired, • 

This (this by swgatun purchased) is inspirCt^T-^ • 

The ma^erpicce of Knowledge^ is to* know ' 

But what is good from what is good in, show. 

And there it rests ; Wisdom proceeds, and chooses 
The seaming e^il, th’ appai'ent good refuses ; 
Knowledge descries alone ; ^isdorn applies ; 

20^ That makes some fools, ^his makoth none but wise ; 



118 


AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[bk, I. 


Tho curious hand of Knowledge doth but pick 
Bare simples ; Wisdom pounds them, for the sick j 
Jri my afflictions, Knowledge apprehends , 

Who is the author, what the canso and ends, 

It finds that Patience is my sad relief. 

And tliat tlic liaiid that caused can cfii^e my grief ; 

To rest contented here, is but to bring 
Clouds without rai'nyrand heat without a spring ; 
What hope arisdl lietice ? the devils do 
ilO The very same ; they know and tremble too ; 

But sacred Wisdom doth apply that good,’ 

Which simple Knowledge barely understood ; 
Wisdom concludes, and in conclusion proves 
That wheresoever God correeis ho loves ; 

Wisdom digests what Knowledge did but taste ; 

That deals in futures, this in things are past ; 
Wisdefiff 8 the card of Knowledge, which, without 
That guide, at random's wrecked on every doubt ; 
Knowledge, when Wisdom is too weak to guide her, 
40 Is like a headstrong horse, that thi*ows the rider ; 
Which made that great philosopher avow, 

He knew so much that he did nothing know. 

• — -Quarles^ Job Militant, 

CVI. 

. ‘ PEACE. 

Sweet Peacc^J w^hcro dost thou dwell ? I humbly crave, 
, L 't me once know. 

I sought thee in a secret cave, 

And a^sked, if Peace w^re there. 

A hollow wind did sVem to answer, No ; 

6 Go seek elsewhere# 
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I did ; and going did a rainbow note ; 

SuroJy, thought I, 

This is the^laco of Peace's coat ; 

I will search out the matter. 

But while I looked the clouds immediately 
12 ^ Did break and scatter. 

Then went I to a garden and did spy 
A gallant flower, ^ 

The crown Imperial; sure, said I, 

Peace at the root must dwell. 

But when I diggtd, I saw a worm devour 
18 What^^owed so well/ 

• 

At length I mot a reverend good old man; 

Whom when for Peace 
I did denfand, he thus began : 

There was a Prince of old ^ 

At Salem dwelt, who lived with good increase 

24 Of ilock and fold. ^ 

• 

He SAveetly lived ; yet sweetness did not save 
• His life from foes. 

But after death out of his grave 

• Thcro sprang twelve stalks of wheat ; 
Which ^any wondering at, got some of those 

. 30 To plant and set. • 

• , 

It prospered strangely, and did sootf*di.sperse 
Through all the earth ; • 

For they that taste it do rehearse, 

• Thg.t virtue lies therein ; 

A secret virtue, bringing pciJce'and mirth 
3Q By flight of sin. 
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Take of this grain, wliich in my garden grows, 
And grows for you ; 

Make bread of it ; and that repo se 
And Peace, which everywhere 
With so much earnestness you do pursue, 

42 Is only there. — Merhert, 

evil. 

THE PJ VINCI LOVER. 

Dear Love, Icf me this evening die, 

Oh smile not to prevent it, , 

Dead with my rivals let mo l\e, 

Or wo shall both repent it. 

* Frown (quickly then, aiid^Sroak my heart, 

That so my way of dying 

May, though ray life was full of smart, 

J I^. wprtli the world's envying. 

Some, striving knowledge to refine, 

Consume themselves with thinking; 

And some, who friendship soak in ivinc, 

Are kindly killed with drinking. 

And some are wrecked on the Indian coast, 

Thither by gain invited 

Some are in smoke of battle lost, 

Ifi Whom drums, i jt lutes delighted. 

Alas ! how poorly these depart, 

^ Tucir graves still unattended !. 

Who dies not of<i broken heart 
Is not of Dea’h cjommended. 

His memory is only sweet, 

All praise and pity moving, , 

Who kindly at tress' feet 

24 Does die with over-loving. 
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And now thou frown'sfc, and now I die, 

My corpse by lovers followed ; 

Whiclx straight shall by dead lovers lie ; 

^ That ground is only hallowed. 

If priests are grieved I have a grave, 

My dcatlj not well approving, 

The poets my estate shall have, 

To teach them the Art of Roving. 

And now lot lovers ring their bells 
For me, poor youth departed, 

"Who kindly in Jus love excels, ^ 

By dying broken-hearted. 

My grave with fleers lot lovers strow. 

Which, if thj^ tears fall near the hi, 

May so transcend in scent and show, 

40 As thou wilt shortly wear them. 

Such flowers how much will florists prize, 

On lover’s grave that grooving, 

Aro watered Jjy diis mistress’ eyes, 

With pity over- flowing. 

A grave so deck! will, though thou art 
^et fearful fo come nigh me, 

Provoke thee stmight to break thy heart, 

48 AnS lie down boldly by me. 

Then everywhere all bells shall ring^ 

All light to darkness turning; 

Whtte every choir shall satjly sing, 

And Nature’s self wear mourning.^ 

Yet we hereafter may be found, 

By doatiny^’s right placing, * 

Making, like fl.owcx'p, Iovib underground, 

56 Whose roots are still embracing. — Davenant. 
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CVITI. 

ON THE MUSE OP POETRY. 

In my former days of bliss, « 

Her divine skill taught mo ^'his, 

That from everything I saw, 

I could some invention draw, < 
And raise pleasure to her height 
Through the meanest object’s sight 
By the murmur of a spring, 

Or the least bough’s rustling. 

By a daisy whose leaves spread 
10 Shut when Titan goes to bed,* 

Oi* a shady busli or tree, ^ 

She could more infuse in ino 
Than all Nature’s beauties can * 

In some other wiser man, 
liclp I also, now 
[Make this churlish place allow 
Some things that may sweeten gladness 
In the very gall of sadness. 

The dull loiieness, the black shade 
20 That these hanging vaults have made, 
The strange music of the waves' 
Beating on those hollow caves, 

This black den which rocks emboss, 
Overgrown with eldest moss. 

The rude portals that give light 
to terror than delight,' , 

This my cbimborcof neglect 
Walled al:jout \ ith disrespect. 

From all these and this dull air, 

30 A fit ob^ject for despair, 

She hath tanght mej, by her might, 

To draw comfort and delight. 
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Therefore, thou best earthly bliss, 

1 will cherish thee for this. 

Poesy ! thou^sweetest content 
That e’er heaven to mortals lent, 

Though they as a triflo leave thee, 

Whoso djill thoughts cannot conceive thee, 
Though thou be to them a scorn 
40 That to nought but cartljiare bom, 

Lot my life no longer be 
Than I arn in love with thee ; 

TPhSngh our wise ones call thee madness, 

Lob me never taste of gladness, 

If I love not thy Maddest fits 
Abftve all their greatest wits ; 

And though some, too seeming holy, 

Vo account tl^y raptures folly, 

Thou* dost teach me to contemn 

fiO What makes knaves and fools of them? — fFMer, 

% 

CIX. 

• A SKRENADR. ' 

The lark now leaves his wateiy nest, 

Anid climbiiiig shakes his dewy wings, 

Ho takes your window for the east, 

And to implore your light, he sings ; 

Awak«, awake, the morn will never rise, 

6 Till sho can dress her beauty at your (jyes. 

Tho merchant bows unto the soanian’s star/ 

The’ ploughman from the wn hi&*scason takes 
But still the lover wonders what they are, 

Who look for day before his mistress wakes ; 
Awake, awal^e, break through your veils of lawn ! 
12 Then draw your curtains ^lid 'begin the dawn. 

* — Bavenant. 
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CX. 

L’ALLEGHO. 

Hence loathed Mclanchoiyj 
Of Oerhenis and blackest Midnig^lit born, 

In Stygian cave forlorn, , 

’Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights 
Find out some nnc 9 .uth coll, [unholy ! 

Where brooding Darkness spreads his jealous wings, 
And the night-raven sings ; 

There, under ebon shades and low-brovted rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, ' 

10 In dark Cimmerian desertever dwell. 

But come, tliou GoddesKS fair and free,' 

In heaven yclept Euphrosyne, 

And by men, heart-easing Mirth ; 

Whone^.’ovely Venus, at a* birth. 

With two sister Graces more. 

To ivy-crowned Babchus boro ; 

Or wheither (as some sager sing*) 

The frolic wind that breathes the spring, 

Zephyr, with Aurora playing, , 

20 As ho met her once a-Maying ; 

There, on bods of violets blue, , 

And fresh-blown loses washed in dew, » 

Filled her with thee, a daughter fair, 

Sc*.fe!”om, blithe, and debonair.^ 

‘ . Haste thep, Nypjph, and bring with thee 
Jest and yputhf il Jollity, 

Quips, and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 

Nods anU Bocks, and wreathed Sipiles, ^ 

Such as hang on *Hdpe*s cheek, 

30 And love to live in dimpfe sleek ; 
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Sport, that wrinkled Caro derides, 
And Laughter holding both his sides. 
Come, and tri]| it, as you go. 

On the light fantastic toe ; 

Ai^d in thy right hand lead with theo 
The raoDii tain-nymph, sweet Liberty j 
And, if I give thee honor due, 

Mirth admit me of thy c*«cw, 

To live with her, and live with thee, 
40 In unreproved pleasures free ; 

To hear the lark begin his ilight, 

And, singing, startle tho dulj night 
From his watch-tower in tho skies, 
Tilf the dapjiled dawn doth rise ; 

Thou to come, in spite of soitow, 

And at my window bid good -morrow, 
Tlmmgh the sweet-briar, or the vine,' 
Or the twisted eglantine;^ 

While the cock, with lively din, 

50 Scatters the rear of darkness thin, 

And to the stack, or the barn-door, 
Stoutly struts his dames before ; 

Oft listening how tho hounds and horn 
Cheerily rouse the slumbering morn, 
Frevn tho side of some hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing shrill* 
Sometime w^-lking, not unseen, 

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right against the eastern gate, 

60 Where tho great Sun begins his state, 
Robed in flames and amber Jight, 

The clouds in thousand itvenes dight 
Whilst the ploughman, near at hand. 
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Whistles o’er the farrowed land, 

And the milkmaid singeth blithe, 

And the mower whets his sc;jjtho, 

And every shepherd tolls his tnle 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 

# 

Straight mine eye hath caught n^w pioasuros, 
70 Whilst the landscape round it measures ; 

Russet lawns and J^llows gray, 

Where the nibbling flocks do stray; 

Mountains on wliose barren l^roast 
The labouring clouds do often rest ; 

Meadows trim, with daisies pied ; 

^Jhallow brooks, and rivers wide ; 

Towers and battlements it secs 
Rosomed high in tufted irc-es, 

Whore perhaps some beauty lips, 

80 Tho oy*\osure of neighbouring eyes, 
llard-by, a cotiage cliimnoy smokes 
From betwixt two aged oaks. 

VVJicro«Corydon and Thyrsis intTf 
Are at their savoury dinner set 
Of herbs and other country mesrvses, 

Which tho neat-handed IMiillis dresses ; 

And then in haste her bower slie leaves, , 

With Thestylis to bind the sheaves ; 

Or, if tl^c earlier season lead, 

90 TcfcMv'J' tanned haycock in tho njead. 

Sometimes, with secure delight, 

The uplaxyl hamlc vs will invite, 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the** jocund rebecks sound ^ 

To many a youth, al^d many a maid, 

Dancing in tho cheqaare^d shade ; 
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And young and old come forth to play 
On, a sanslnne holiday, 

Till the livelong daylight fail ; 

100 Then to the spicy nut-brown ale, 

W^th stories told of many a feat, 

How Fai»y Mab the junkets cat ; 

She was pinched and palled, she said ; 

And he, by Friar's lanterA led, 

Tells how the drudgiiig goblin sweat, 

To earn bis crea)r.-!)owl duly set, 

"XVlieii in one night, ere glimpse of morn, 
His shado\vy ll iil hath threshed the corn 
That ten day-iaboiirurs could not end ; 

1 10 Then lies him down the lubhar-dund, 

And, stretciled out all the chimney’s length, 
Basks at the lire his hairy ►streiigtli, 

And f?s(op"i’all out of doors ho flings, * 

Ero the lirst cock his matin rings. 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 

By wliispeni.g winds soon lulled asleep. 

Towered cities please us then, 

And the busy hura of nien, 

W here throngs of knights and barons bold 

120 In weeds of peace high triumphs hold. 

With store of ladies, whose bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace whom all commend. 

There lot Hymen oft appear, 

In saffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 

Wiuh mask <ind antique pageantry ; 

Such sights as youthful poets dream 

1-JO On summer eves by haunted stream. 
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Then to the well- trod stage anon, 

Tf Jenson’s leai’ned sock be on, 

Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fajicy’s child, 
Warble his native wood^noteh wild. 

And ever, against eating cares, , 

Lap me in soft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal verse, 

Snch as the nicetiiftg soul may pierce, 

In notes with many a winding bout 
140 Of linked sweetness long drawn out. 

With wanton heed, and giddj^ canning, 

The melting voice through mazes running, 
•U n twisting all the chains that tic 
The hidden soul of harmony ; ^ * 

That Orpheus’ self may heave his head 
From golden slumbeif on a bed 
Of heaped Klysian dowers, and hear 
Such Strains as w ould have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite set free 
150 His half-regained Eiirydice. 

These delights, if thou canst give, 

Mirth, with thee 1 mean to live. — Milton.* 

m 

CXI. 

IL PENSEROSO. 

V 

vain deluding Joys, , 

The bro«ll of hJolly without father bred ! 
How little you bested, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys ! 

Dwe*ll in somp idle brain, ^ • 

And fancies fond >f|ith gaudy shapes possess, 
As thick and numberless 
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As the gay motes that people the sunbeams, 
Or likost hovering dreams, 

10 The hckle pensioners of JMorpheus’ train. 

Bat hail, thou (xoddoss, sage and lioly ! 
Hajl, divinost Melancholy ! 

Whose s^nintly visage is too brigJit 
To hit the sense of human sight, 

And tlicrefore to our weaker view 
O’erUiid with black, staid Wisdom’s hue ; 
Black, blit Hucli as in esteem 
l^rifioo IMcmnon’s sister might beseem, 

Or that starred Kthiop queen tha.t strove 
To set her beauty’s praise above ‘ 

Tlje'/Sea-nyniphs, and their powers ofPoiuled. 
Yet thou art higher far dese.euded ; 

Thee bright-ligired Vesta long of yoro 
To softfeii'y Saturn boi'c ; • 

His daughter she ; in Saturn’s reign, 

Such Tuixture was not hel5 a stain. 

. Oft in gliiiinieriiig bowers and glades* 

He mot her, and in secret sliadcs 
woody Ida’s inmost grove, 

30 While yet there wjfs no fear of Jove. 

C^me, pensive Nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, steadfast, and demure, 

All ill a robe of darkest grain, 

Flowing witl^ majestic train, 

And sable .stole of cypress iawn, 

Over thy decent shoulders drawn. • 

Come, but keep thy wonted state, 

With even i§^ep, and musiog^gait, 

And looks commercing i^fth ’the skies, 

^0 Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes ; 

I 
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There, held in holy passion still, 

Forget thyself to marble, till, 

With a sad leaden downward cast. 

Thou fix them on the eaith as fast. 

And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the Muses in a ring 
Aye round about Jjove ’s altar sing ; 

And add to these retired Leisure, 

50 That in trim gardens takes his pleasure ; 
But, first and chiefest, with thee bring 
Him that yon soars on golden wing, 

, Guiding the fiory-whecled throne, 

The Cherub Contemplation ; • 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’ Less Pinlomel will deign a song, 

In her, sweetest saddest plight, 

Smoothing the rugg'cd brow of Night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke 
00 Gently o’er the accustomed oak. 

Sweet bird, that shuiin’st the noise of folly, 
Most musical, most melancholy I 
Thee, chauntress, oft the woods among 
I woo, to hear f by evensong ; 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 
On the dry smooth -shaven green, 

To behold the wandering moon, 
lSL3ing nea»’ her highest noon, 

Jjike one t?hat h^^d been led astray 
70 Through' the ht. won’s wide pathless way, 
And oft, as if her head she bowed, 

Stooping through a fleecy cloud 
Oft on a plat^ of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew sound 
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Over some wide- watered shore, 

Swinging slow with sullen roar; 

Or, if the air will not permit, 

Some still removed place will fit, 

Where glowing embers through the room 
80 Teach li^ht to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all resort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman’s drowsy charm 
To bless the doors from nightly harm. 

• Qr let my lamp, at midnight hour, 

Bo seen in soi*o high lonely tower, 

Where I may oft outwatch the Bear, 
With th rice-great Hermes, or unsphei*e 
The spirit ci Plato, to unfold 
What worlds, oi’ what vast regions hold 
The jinmortahmind that hath forsook 
ITev mansion in this fleshly nook ; 

And of those demons thaf^are found * 

In firo, air, flood, or underground, 

• Whose power hath a tnfe consent 
With planet, or with clement. 

•Sometime iet gorgeous Tragedy 
In sceptered pall c6mo sweeping by, 
Preijenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line, 

100 Or the talc of Troy divine. 

Or what (though rare) of later age , 
Ennobled hajh the buskined sta^^e, ** 

But, O sad Virgin ! tha^tliy ]^)wer 
Might raise Musjnus from his bowgr, 

Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 
Suoh notes^as, warbled to the string* 
Drew iron tears down Pyito*s cheek, 

And made Hell gradt what love did seel 
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Or call him up that loft half-told 
110 The story of Cainbuscan bold, 

Of Camball, and of Algarsife, 

And who had Canace to wife, 

That owned the virtuous ring and glass, 

And of the wondrous horse of brass 
On which the Tartar king did ride ; 

And if aught else ,^reat bards beside 
In sago and solemn tunes have sung, 

Of tourneys, and of trophies hung, 

Of forests, and enchantments drear, 

120 Where more is meant than meets the oar. 

Thus, Nighi., oft see me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-suited Morn ap2>ear, 

Not tricked and frounced, as shv^ was wont 
With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kcYchiofed in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds aro piping loud ; 

Or ushered with Uishower still, 

When the gust hath blown his^Jttll, 

Ending on the rnstfiiig leaves, 

130 With minute-drops from off the eaves. 

And, when the sun begins to fling 
11 is flaring beams, me, Goddess, bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves, 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude axo with heav^d stroke 
Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 

Or frightr them from their hallowed haunt. 
There in close covert by some brook, 

140 Where no profa,ner eye may look, 

Hide mo from dayl> garish eye, 

While the bee with honeyed thigh. 
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That at her flowery work doth sing, 

And the waters marmuring, 

With such contort as they keep, 

Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep ; 

Aud let some strange mysterious dream 
Wave atihis wings, in airy stream 
Of lively portraiture displayed, 

1 oO Softly on my eyelids laid# 

And, as I wake, sweet music breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by some Spirit to mortals good. 

Or the unseen Genius of the wood. 

But lot my due feet iicver fail 
To ^^alk the studious cloister’s pale, 

And love the high embowed roof, 

With an tique^pi liars massy- proof, 
And*s:«ried windows richly diglit, 

IdO Casting a dim religions light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

. To the full-voiced choir below, 

Tn service high and anthems clear, 

A§ may with, sweetness, through mine ear, 
Dissolve me into ecstasies, 

Ani[ bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 

Ayd may at last my weary ago 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

The hairy gown and mossy cell, 

1 70 Where I may sit aud right^ spe*y 

Of every star that heaven doth shew, 

And every herb that sips the dew ; 

Tin old experience do attain • 

To somethiTig like prophetid strain. 

These pleasures, Melancholy, give, 

• And I with thee will choose tojiw. — Milton* 
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CXIT. 

DIALOGUE FROM C0MU8* 

Elder Brother. Unmulfle, faint stars ; and thoU) 
fair Moon, 

That wont*st to love the traveller’s b mison, 

Stoop thy pale visage through an amber cloud, 

And disinherit Chaos, that reigns hero 
In double night of darkness, and of shades; 

Or if your influoiiee bo quite dammed up 
With black usurping mists, some gentle taper, 
.Though a rush-candle from the wicker hole 
Oj some clay habitation, visit us 

10 With thy long levelled rule of streaming bght, 

And thou shalt bo our star of Arcady, 

Or Tyrian Cynosure. 

Second Brother, Or, if our eyes 
Be barred that happiness, might we but hear 
'riie folded docks penned in their wattled cotes, 

Or sound of pastoral reed with oaten stops, 

Or whistle from the lodge, or village cock 
Count the night watches to his feathery dames, 
Twouid be some solace yet, some little cheering 
In this close dungeon of innumerous boughs. 

•20 But, oh, that hapless virgin, our lost siste:.*, 

Where may she wander now, whither betake her 
Prom the chill dew, amongst rude burs and thistles H 
Perhaps some coldibank is her bolster now. 

Or ’gainst tlie rugged bark of some broad elm 
Leans her un pillowed head, fraught with sad fears. 
What if in wild amazement and affright, 

* The Mask of Oomus was porformed at Ludlow Gastlo before the 
Earl of Bridgewater in 1634, and was first published in 1G37. 
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Or, while we speak, within the direful grasp 
Of savage hunger, or of savage heat ? 

Eld. Br, Peace, brother ; bo not over-exquisite 
30 To cast the fashion of uncertain evils ; 

For, grant they be so, while they rest unknown, 
Wha? need ^ man forestall hia date of gric3f, 

And run to meet what he would juost avoid ? 

Or, if they bo but false alar^is of fear, 

How bitter is such self-delusion ! 
r do 1 ot think my sister so to seek, 

Or * 80 ^n principled in Virtue's book. 

And tie sweet p^ace that Goodness bosoms ever, 
As that the single want of light and noise ^ 

40 (Not bung in danger, as I trust she is not,) 

Could stir the constant mood of her calm thoughts, 
And put them into misbecoming plight. 
Virtuo^v^pld see to do what Virtue would 
By her own radiant light, thouglj sun and moon 
Were intlie flat sea sunk, !A.nd Wisdom's self 
Oft seeks to sw^ct retired solitude, • 

Where, vith lier best nurse Gonteraplation, 
Shejdunjes her feathers, and lets grow her wings, 
That, in tic various bustle of resort, 

50 Wero^all b-ruffled and sometimes impaired. 

He thi^ has light within liis own clear breast 
May sit in the centre, and enjoy bright day ; 

But he thai hides a dark soul and foul thoughts 
Benighted valks under the n^d-day sun j 
Himself is Hs own dungeon. ^ 

iSec. Br. ’Tis most true 

That jenusingMeditation most affects * 

The pensive Kcrecy of des|ft crell, 

Far from the dieorful haunt of men and herds, 
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And sits as safn as in a senate house ; 

^50 For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 

His few books, or his beads, or maple dish, 

Or do his gray hairs any vit lonce ? 

Hut Beauty, like the fair Hesperian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need^the guard 
Of dragon- watch with unonchantod eyo 
To save her blos.soni.'^, and defend her fruit, 

From the rasli hand of bold Incontinence. 

You may a.s well spread out the unsunned Leaps 
Of miser’s treasure by an outlaw’s den, 

70 And tell me it is safe, as bid m6 hope 
Danger will wink on Opportunity, 

And let a single helijiless niaidtni pass 
Uninjured in this wild surrounding waste, 

Of night or lonoline.ss it reeks mo not ; 

I fear the dread events that dog them 
Lestsorie ill-gre(;ting touch attempt the person 
Of our unowned sisitn*. 

Eld. Er. I do Lot, brodior, 

Infer, as if I thought my sister’s state 
Secure without all doubt or controversy. 

f. • t 

hO Yet whore an equal poise of hope and iear 
Does arbitrate the event, my natui’o is 
That I incline to Lope rather than feir, . 

And gladly banish sqniiit suspicion. 

My sist-r is not so defenceless left 
' As you iuiagine ; sjtie has a hidden strength 
Which you rem mber not, 

8oc, Hr. What hiddm strength ? — 

Unless the strength of Heaven, if mean that. 

EUi. Br. I mean that too, mt yet a hidden 
strength/ 
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Which, if Heaven gave ifc, may be termed her own. 

1)0 ’Tis chastity, my brother, chastity ; 

She that has that is clad in complete steel, 

^ And liie a quivered nymph with arrows keen 
May trace hage forests and nnharboured heaths, 
Infamous hills and sandy perilous wilds ; 

Where, through the sacred rays of chastitj^, 

No savage fierce, bandit, or^mountaincer 
Will dare to soil her virgin purity. 

Yea, there where veiy desolation dwells, 

By*g^^fs and CJiverns shagged with horrid shades, 
100 She may pass on* with unblenched majesty, 

Be it not done in pride, or in presumption. , 
Some say, no evil thing that walks by night, 

In fog or lire, lake or moorish fen, 

Blue meagre bag, or stubborn unlaid ghost 
Tliat hVirJcs his magic chains at curfew time, 

No goblin, or swart faery of the mine, • 

Hath hurtful power o’er tru'o virginity. 

. Do ye boliovo die yet, or shall I call • . 

Antiquity from the old scliools of Greece 
110 To Ijr^stify the g,rms of chastity ? 

Hence had the hunti'css Dian her dread bow, 

Fair ^Iver-shaftod queen for over chaste, 
Where*vith she tamed the brinded lioness 
And spotted mountain pard, but set af^ nought 
The frivolous bolt of Cupid ; gods and nilen 
Feared* her stern frown, and !^he was queen o* the* 
woods. , 

What was that snaky-headed Gorgon shield 
That aviso Myierva wore, unconqueredVirgin, 
Wherewith she freezed he|;^oes to congealed stone, 
120 But rigid looks of cha%te austerity,^ 
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And noble grace that dashed brute violenco 
With sudden adoration and blank awe ? 

So dear to Heaven is saintly chastity, 

That, when a soul is found .sincerely so, 

A thousand liveried angels lackey her, 

Driving far off each thing of sin and guilt, 

And in clear dream, and solemn vision. 

Tell her of things that no gross ear can hear. 

Till oft converse with heavenly habitants 
130 Begin to cast a beam on the outward shape, 

The unpolluted temple of the mind, ' 

And turns it by degrees to the soul’s essence, 

Till all be made immortal ; but when lust 
By unchaste looks, loose gestures, and foul talk, 
But most by lewd and lavish act of sin. 

Lets in defilement to the inward parts, 

The soul grows clotted by contagion, ' 
Imbodien, and imbrutes, till she quite lose 
The divine property of her fii'st being. 

140 Such are*those thick and gloomy'^shadows damp 
Oft seen in charnel vaults and sepulchres. 
Lingering and sitting by a ncw-inado grave, 

As loth to leave the body that it loved. 

And linked itself by carnal sensualty 
To a degenerate and degraded state. 

Sec, Br, How charming is divine philosophy ! 
Not harNh and crabbed, as dull fools suppose, 

" But musical is Apollo’s lute. 

And a perpetual feast of nectared sweets, 

150 Whore no crude surfeit reigns. 

— Milton, 


The above is from line 331 to 480, out of 1023. , 
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TO THE MEMORY OF BEN JONSON. 

The Muses’ fairest light in no dark time, 

* The wonder of a learned age ; the line 

Which none can pass ; the moat proportioned wit 
To nature, best judge of what was fit ; 

The deepest, plainest, highest, clearest pen ; 

The voice most echoed by consenting men ; 

The soul which answered best to all well said 
By others, and which most requital made ; 

Tuned to the highcvst key of ancient Romo, 
lO Returning all her music with his own ; 

In wheyn with nature study claimed a part, 

And yet who t^ himself owed all his art : — 

Here lies Ben Jonson ! every age will look 
With s4'»Tow hei^’o, with wonder on his book, 

— Cleveland* 

# 

• OXIV. • 

• * ON BEN JONSON, • 

Father of poets, though thine own great day, 
Struck from thyself, scorns that a weaker ray 
Should twine in lustfo with it, yet my flame, 
Kindled from thine, flies upward towards thy name. 

Wht^c shall we find a Muse like thine, that can 
So well present, and show man unto iryin, 

That each one jinds his twin, and thinlA thy art 
Extends not to the gestures, I)ut tie heart ? • 

Where one so showing life to life, thjit wo 
10 Think thou taught’st custom, and not custom thee. 
But thou stilkpuFst true passjons on ; Sost write 
With the same courage thift tried captains fight ; 

• Giv^st the right blush and colour unto things ; 
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Low without creeping, high without loss of wings; 
Smooth, yot not weak, and by a thorough care, 

Big without swelling, without painting, fair.* 

Groat soul of numbers, whom wo want and boast, • 
Like curing gold, most valued now thonVt^lost ; 
When wo shall feed on refuse offals,gwhen 
20 We shall from corn to acorns turn again ; 

Then shall we see thjf,t these two names are one, 
Jonson and Foefrtj, which now are gone. 

— Cariw right. 

• • 

CX.V. • 

• TO TTIP: QITERN. 

, • 

Entertained at night by the Cotintcas of Anglesey. 

Fair as unshaded light, or as the day 
In its firsj birth, when all the year was^M'&'y ; 

Sweet as the altar’s smoke, or as the new 
Unfolded bud, swelUd by the early dew ; 

Smooth the fa(3e of waters fii’sk appeared, 

Ere tides began to strive, or winds were heard ; 

Kind as the willing saints, and calmer far 
Than in their sleeps forgiveyu hermits are. 

You that are more than our discrceter fear 
10 Dares praise, with sue' full art, what make you hei'e ? 
Pie re, where the summer is so little scon, 

That Icayes, her cheapest wealth, scarce reach at green ; 
^You come, as ^ the silver planet tvere • 

Misled a while froni her much injured sphere ; 

And, t’ case* the travels of her beams to-night, 

In this small lanthorn would contract her Jight. 

* — Bfjvenant. 

* Cf. lines 33 anc^34 from Denhapi's Cooper’s page 149. • 
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CXVI. 

LYCrPAS. 

hi this Monody the author hetoails a. Inarned fripndy unfortunatrl >, 
droioned in his passcif^ from Chester on the Irish sens, L037 ; o'f"- 
k by occasion foretells the ruin of our corrupted clergy, then w. 
their height. 

Yet once mgre, 0 ye laurels, and once more 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere 
I come to pluck your berries* harsh and crude, 

And with forced lingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing 5 ^car. 
lJit^er*coiKstraint, and sad occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb your season duo^ 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 

Young ‘Lycidas^ and hath not loft his poor; 

10 Who would not sing for Lycidas ? ho knew 
Himself to sing, itnd build the lofty rhyme. 

He must'^Aot float upon his watery bier* 

Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 

AVithout the mood of some melodious tear. 

• Begin then, sisters of the sacred well* 

That from beneath the seat of Jovo doth spring. 
Begin, and somewhat loudly s^veep tlie string ; 

Hence with denial vain and coy excuse, 

So may some gentle JMuso 
20 With lucky words favour my destined uru ; 

And, as he passes, turn • 

And bid fair po^ce be to ray sable §hrou3. 

For wo were nursed upon tko self same hill, ^ 
Fed the same flock by fountain, shade, and rill. 
Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Undei'the opcyiing eye-lids of ^.he morn, 

We drove a-field, and bothii&gether hoard 
* What time the gmy fly winds her ajiltry horn, 
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Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night 
:10 Oft till the star, that rose at evening bright, 

Toward heaven’s descent had sloped his westering 
wheel. ■ 

‘Meanwhile the rural ditties were not route, 

Tempered to the oaten flute ; 

Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From ilie glad sound would not be absent long ; 

And old Dammtas loved to hear our song. 

But, oh the heavy change, now thou art gone, 

Now thou art gone, and never must return ! 

Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and desert caves 
40 \Vith wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown, 
And all their echoes, mourn ; 

Tho willows and the hazel copses green 
Shall now no more be seen 
Panning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays. 
As/lciilirig as the canker to the rose, 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 

Or fro.«?t to flowers, that their gay wardrobe W'car 
When first the whito-thoni blows ; 

Such, Lycidas, thy loss to sliepherd’s ear. 

50 Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorseless deep 
Closed o’er the head of your loved Lycidas ? 

For neither were ye playing on the steep 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, Ho, 

Nor on the shaggy top of Mona high, 

•'Nor yet wher^ Do\ja spreads her wizard stream; 

Ay me ! 1 fo^ndly djeam — 

Had yc been there — for what could that have done? 
What could the Muse herself that, Orpheus bore, 

The Muse herself, foi'^her enchanting son, 

60 Whom universal Nature did lament, 
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When, by the rout that mado the liideoufl roar, 

His gory visage down the stream was sent, 

Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore ? 

^ Alas ! what bocfta it with incessant care 

To tend the homely, slighted, shepherd’s trade, 

And strictijj meditate the thankless Muse ? 

Were it not better done, as others nse, 

To sport with Amaryllis in |hc shade, 

Or with the tanghss of Ncfora’s hair ? 

70 Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(TSat*last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delighti?, and live laborious days ; 

But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 

And thtnk to burst out into sudden blaze. 

Comes th<3 bliiiS Fury with the abhorred shears 
And slits the thyi-spun life. ‘ But not tho praise/ 
Plux^bps V'jplicd, and touched my trembling ears ; 

‘ Fame is no plant that grows on mortal^oil, 

Nor in the glistering foil * 

Six Set off to the wdrld, nor in broad rumoiw* lies ; 

But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 
And.perfect witness of all- judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 

Of so pjuch fame in heaven expect thy meed/ 

O fo^^ntain Arethuse, and thou honoured flood 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crowned with^vocal reeds ! 
That strain X heard was of a higher mood ; 

But no\V my oali proceeds, ^ • • 

And ]i.stcns to the herald of the sea ^ 

90 That came in Neptune’s plea j 

He asked tho ^aves, and asked the felitn winds, 
What hard mishap hath deemed this gentle swain ? 
And questioned every gust of rugged wings 
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That blows from off each beaked promontory ; 

They know not of his story ; 

And sago Hippotades their answer brings, 

That not a blast was from his durgeon strayed ; ^ 

The air was calm, and on the level brin.' 

Sleek Panopo with all her sisters played. 

100 It was that fatal and perfidious bark 

Built ill the eclipse ; >nd rigged with curses dark, 
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 

Next Camus, reverend sire, went footing slow, 

His mantle hairy, and his honnet sedge, * 
Inwrought with figures dim, anM on the edge 
Like to that sanguine flower inscribed with woe ; 

‘ Ah I who hath reft,* quoth he, ‘ my dearest pledge !’ 
Last came, and last did go 
The pilot of the Galilean lake ; 

110 Two masry keys lie boro of metals twain 
(The golden o])es, tlio iron shuts amain) ; 

Ho shook his mitred'loeks, and stern bespako : — 

^ How w*3ll could I have spaPed for thee, young 
swain. 

Enow of such as for their bellies' sake 
Creep, and intrud e, and climb into the fold ! 

Of other care they little reckoning make 
Than how to scramble at the shearers* fe.«st, 

And shove away the worthy bidden guest ; 

Blind mouths ! that scarce themselves know how to 
hold 

120 A sheep-hook, or nave learned aught else the least 
That to the faithful herdraan'p art belongs ! 

What recks it them ? What need they ? They are sped ; 
And wheu they Hat, i^hcir lean and flashy songs 
Grato on their scrannel pipes of wretched stx^w ; 
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The hungry sheep look tip, and arc not fed, 

But swoln with wind and the rank mist they draw 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion .spread ; 

Besides what the grim wolf with privy psiw 
Daily devours apace, and nothing .said ; 

130 — But that^twO‘handed engine at the door 

Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more." 

Return, Alpheus, the dre 4 id voice is past 
That shrunk thy streams ; return, Sicilian Muse, 
And call the vales, and bid them hitlier cast 
Tlieir1;ells and flowerets of a thousand hues. 

Yc valleys low, whore the mild whispers use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing 
On vvhftse fresh^Jap the swart star sparely looks ; 
Throw hither all your quaint enamelled eyes, 

140 That on the gree^i turf suck the honeyed shower 5 >. 
And pjirpli? all the ground with vernal flowers* 
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dRj.s, 

The tufti'd crow-toe, and pafo jessamine, 

.The white pirik,*aiid the pansy freaked with jet* 
The glowing violet, 

Tlio ^|iusk-ro.se„arid the well-attired woodbine, 
With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head, 
And e^ery flower that sad embroidery eai s , 

Bid am^rauthus all his beauty shed, 

150 And daffodillies fill their cups with tea?s. 

To strew the lajjreate hearse where, Lycid lit^^. 

For, so lo interpose a little eaue, • 

Let our frail thoughts dally with fahYc .surmsse ; 
Ay mo ! whilst thcf^ the shores and sounding seas 
Wash far away, — wherever tliy,bones ai’c hui'iod ; 
Whether beyond the stormfr* Hebrides, 

Where thou perhaps, under the wh^ming tide, 

K 
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Visitest the bottom of the monstrous world ; 

Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 

ICO Sleepest by the fable of llellerus old, 

Where the j^reat Vision of ih^* eruarded mount 
Looks towards Naniancos and liayona’s hold. 

— Look homeward, Ari^ad, now, and^melt with rr-tli 
And, O yo dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 

Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more, 
For Lycidas, your sorrow, is not dead, 

Sunk thoujrli ho bo beneath the watery floor : 

So sinks the day-star in the ocean-bed, 

And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 

170 And tricks his beams, and with now-spangled (ue 
Flames in tlic forehead of the 1x19^11 ing sky ; 

So- Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high, 

Til rough the dear might of Him that walked the 
waves ; 

Where" other groves and other streams along, 

With nectar jmro his oozy locks he laves, 

And hoars the une?ipressive nuptial song 
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 

There entertain him all the saints above, 

111 solemn troops, and sweet societies, 

180 That sing, and singing, in their glory move, 

And wipe the tears ever from his ey^. 

Now, Lycidas, the shepherds Aveep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the Genias^of the vshore 
In thy large recompense, and shalt bo good 
To all that wando'' in that perilous flood. 

Thus saug the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills, 
While the still morn w'cnt out with sandals gray ; 

He toadied the lend 3r stops of various quills, 

With eagej; thought warbling his HoHc lay j 
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190 And now tlie sun had stretched out all the hills, 

And now was dropt into the western bay ; 

At last he rose, and twitched his niantlo blue ; * 
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new. 

•r— Milton, 


cxvir. 

COIXO TO TJ<K WARS. 

Tell me not, sweet, ^ am unkind, 

That from the nunnery 

• Of thy chasie ])rea.st and quiet mind 

To war find arms I fly. 

True, a new mistress now I chase, 

• The first foe in the field, 

And with a .strons 3 for faith embrace 
A swor^l, a horse, a shield. 

• YoC this ineonshmey is such 

As you too shall aclore, — 

I could n^t love thee, dear, so nijich, 

Loved I not honour more. — Lovelace 


exvur. 

TO •ELECT RA. 

I DARE not ask o kiss, 

I dare not beg a smile ; 

Lest having that, or this, • 

I^might grow proud the while. 

No, no, the utmost^ sharft 
Of my desire shall be, • 

Only tb kiss that air ^ 

That lately kiss^ thee. — Merrick. 

* True bluOi fair embtom of unstained breast.” 

• — Gay, to Mr, Pope. 
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CXIX, 

THE PBAYEll OF OLD AGE. 

As this my carnal robe grows old, 

Soiled rent, and worn by lengih of years, 

Let me on that by faith lay hold ' 

Which man in life immortal wears ; 

So sanctify my days behind, 

So let niy manners bo rctinod, 

That when my soul and flesh must part, 

8 There hirk no terrors in my heart. 

So shall my rest be safe and sweet 
When I am lodged in my grave ; 

And when my sold and body meet, 

A joyful meeting they shall have ; 

Their essence thou shall be divine, 

This muddy flesh shall starlike shine, 

And God shall that fresh youth restore 
10 Which will abide for everraoi e. 

— Wither^ s Hallelujah. 


cxx. 

TilR THAMES,* 

My eye, descendi*jg from the Hill, surveys, 

Where Thames among the wanton valleys strays; 
Thamcr, the most loved of all the Ocean’s sons 
By his old sire, to his embraces runs, 
liasting to pay his tribute to tho sea, 

Like mortal life to meet eternity. 

Though 'with those streams he no resem];^lance hold, 
Whose foam is amber and their gravel gold, 

* Froic Cooper*^ Imos 157 to 100 out of 35$. . 
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His genuine and less guilty wealth to explore, 

' 10 Search not his botliora but survey his shore, 

0*cr which he kir^dly spreads his spacious wing 
• And hatches plenty for the ensuing spring, 

Nov then destroys it with too fond a stay, 

Like mothefs which their infants overlay; 

Nor wit!) a sudden and irnpotnous wave, 

Jiike profuse kings, rcsunietf the wealth he gave. 

No unexpeoted inundations spoil 

ThQ ni^wer’s hopes, nor mock the plougliman’s toil ; 

Hut godlike his nj;iwca.ried bounty Hows ; 

20 First loves to do, then loves the good he docs. 

Nor are his blessings to bis banks conlincd, ' 

Hut free and cctnmon as the sea or wind ; 

When he to boast or to disperse his stores. 

Full of, the tributes of his grateful slioros, 

Visits'tlio Vorld, and in his Hying towers, 

Hrings home to us, and mak^s both Indies ouis ; 
Finds wcaltlj wl^ero ^tis, bestows it whore it wants, 

* Cities in deserts, woods in cities plants ; 

So that to us no thing, no place is strange, 

30 Whi?e his fair bosom is the wTjrhFs exchange. 

O, could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My grfiat cxam{)le, as it is my theme ! 

Thoiigh^deep, yet clear ; though gentle, yet not dull ; 
Strong without rage; without oVrflowify' full ! 

, ^ — Denham . 

CXXI. 

TO ALTHKA FROM PRISON,* 

When love wfth uncontined wings* 

Hovers Svi thin my 
And my divine Al^hea*l)ring3 
To whisper at the grates ; , 

% 
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When T lie tangled in her hair, 

And fettered to her eyef 
The birds that wanton in the air 
8 Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Tluuncs, 

Our cai’cless hcails with roses bound, 

Our hearts with loyal flames ; 

When thirsty grief in wine wa steep, 

When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes that tipple in the dt.ep 
IG Know no such liberty. 

When, like committed linnet, I 
With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, majt^sty, 

And glories of my King ; * 

When 1 shall veioe aloud, how good 
He is, how great should be, 

Enlarged winds that curl the flood 
24 Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison make, 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 

Minds innocent and quiet tJike 
That for an hermitage ; 

If 1 have freedom in my lovo, 

And in my soul am free, ' • 

Angels alone, that soar above, 

32 Enjoy such liberty. * — Lovelace. 


* bovelaoo, who was a Idyalist, was imprisoned by the bong 
Piirlianieiit for proscutiiig a petition from the people of Kent in 
favour of the Kiug/" 
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WHEN THE ASSAULT Wi^S INTENDED TO THE CITY. 

Captain, or Coloiiol, or Kuight-in-arms 

Whose cliancc on these defenceJess doors may seize, 
If^deed of honour did thee ever please, 

Guard them, and him within protect from harms, 
lie can requite theo, for he knows the charms 
That call fame on such gentle acts as these, 

And Jie can spread thy name o'er lands and seas, 
Whatever clime the sun's bright circle warms. 

Lift ?iot thy spear against the Muses* bower ; 

The great Knuithian conqueror* bid spaio 
The Iniuse of Pindarus, when tciriple and tower 
Went*to the ijround ; and the r(q:>eated air 
Of sad Kloetra's poetf had the power 
To save the Athenian walls from ruin bare. — viii. 

• • CXXUI. 

TO A VIRTUOUS ^OUNO LADY. 


Lady, tliatrtn Mie prime of earliest yowlh 

Wisely hast shunned the broad way and the green, 
And with whose few art eminently seen 
That labour up the hill of liea verity TruHi, 

The better part with Mary and with Ruth 
Cftoseii thou hast; and they that ovevween, 

Anfl at thy growing virtues fret tlieh* spleen, 

No anger lind in thee, hut pity and rutli. 

Thy care is fi^cd and zealously attends 

To ’fill thy odorou.s lamp tvith Seeds of h’glit* 

And hope that reaps not shame. Therefore be sure 
Thou, when the^Bridogroora with his feastful friends 
Passes to bliss at the mid- hour of flight, 

Hast gained thy cntninc^,»Vj4’giii, wise and pure. — ix. 


* Alexander tlfo 


Jrea|/. 


f Kuripides. 






CXXIV. 

SONG. 

I PRITHEE send me back heart, 

Since I cannot have thine ; 

For if from yours yon will not pa^’t, 

Why then shouldst thon have mine ? 
yet now I think «.n’t, let it lie, 

To iiufl it Averc in vain, 

For thou hast a thief in either eye ^ , 

S AVould steal it hack a^aim 

Why should two hearts in one breast lie 
' And yet not lodge togcthiT ? ^ 

0 love, where is thy symjv.itliy, 

If thus our breasts thou sever ? 
liut lo,ve is such a mystery, 

1 cannot find it out ; 

t ^ ’ 

For when T tliinlo I’m best resolved, 
l^> 1 then am in most doubt. « 

Then farewell care, and farewell woe, 

I will no longer pine; 

For Ihl believe I have her heart, 

iVs much as she hath mine. — Sihclcling 

•» 

exxv. 

•.* THfJ DANCE. 

'' Love, Reaj^on, Hate, did once bespeak* 

Throe mi^ites to play at barloy»^-break ; 

Love Folly took ; and Reason, Fancy ; 

And HUtc consorts with Pride ;^so daniJo they, 
Love coupled lftst,*^fiid so it fell, 

That Love and F ^lly w^re in holl. 


6 
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They bi’eak, and Love would Reason meet, 

Rut Htito was nimbler on her feet; 

Fancy looks for Pride, and thither 
, Hies, and they two hug together ; 

\fefc this new coupling still doth tell, 

12 That L^vc and Folly were in hell. 

The rest do break again, and Prido 
Hath now got Reason (fn her side ; 

Hate and Fancy meet, and stand 
• Uiitouched by Jjove in Follj'^’s hand ; 

Folly was d gi, blit Love ra.n well ; 

18 So Love and^iolly were in hell. 

^ — SucJcling. 

m 

cxxvr. 

• TO THE GENIUS OP HIS HOUSE. 

• • 

Command the root, great Genius,* and froan thence 
Into this house pour down tfiy influence, 

,Tliat througtf ea8h room a golden pipe ifiay run 
Of living water by thy benisou. 

F'ulfi^ the larders, and wdth strengthening bmid 
Re evermore these birfs replenished. 

Next, Ijke a bishop consecrate my ground, 

That luqfey fairies liere may dance their round ; 

And, after that, lay down some silver pgnee, 

The master^s charge and care to rccompGnce. 

Chai*m flien tin? cliambers ; ing,ke tjlo bods for oasb, 
More than for peevish pining sicknesses ; 

Fix the foundation* fast, and let the roof 
Grow oid withgtirae, but yet keep weather-proof. 

• — Hetrick, 

• * Genius, the good augck gilardian^of the house. 
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CXXVfl. 

Vhh NEVER LOVE TTIEE MORE. 

My dear and only Love, f p.'-iy 
That little world of tiiee 
Be governed by no other sway 
But purest monarchy ; 

For if confusion liavo a part, 

Which virtuous souls abhor, 
And hold a Synod in thy heart, 

8 I’ll never love thee mrre. 

As Alexander L will reign, 

And r will reign alone ; 

]\ry thoughts did evermore disdain 
A rival on my throne. 

He cither fears his fate too much, 
Or his deserts are small. 

Who dares not put it to the touch, 
16 To gain or lose it all. 

But I will reign and govern, still, 
And always give the law, 

And have each subject at my will, 
And all to stand in awe ; 

But gainst my batteries if I lind 
Thou storm, or vex mo sore, 
As if then set rao as a blind', 

24 I’U never love thee more. 

And in the empire of thy’ heart, 
Where I* should solely be, 

If others do prettend a part, 

Or dare i j share with me ; 
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Or committees if thou erect, 

Or go on sach a score, 

I’ll smiling mock at thy neglect, 

32 And never lovo thee more. 

But if no faithless action stain 
Tfiy lov'C and constant word, 

I’ll make tlioe famous by my pen, 

And glorious by ihy sword. 

I’ll serve thee in sindi noble ways 
• * As ne’er wa-s known before ; 

1*11 deck and cr'^wn thy bead with bays, 
lO Anil iBlo lihoe more and more. 

— Maniii-is of Montrose. 

cxxvnr. 

TO THE LADY MA HO A RET LEY. 

• 

JjAiJCTHTEit to that good Karl,* once IVosidont 
Of England’s Council ami her TreasiAy, 

Who lived iij both unstained with gold or fee. 

And left them both, more in himself content. 

Till the sad breaking of that Parliament 
Broke him, 'as that dishonest victory 
At Chajronea, fatal to liberty, 

Killed with report that old man elo([nont.t 
Thoa^i later born than to have known the days 
Wherein your father flourished, yet by you, 

Ma^am, m(ithinks, I see him living yot ; 

So well your words his iioblb virtues praise, 

That all both judge you to relate*^ them true 
And to possess them, honoured Margaret. 

« « — Milton. Sonnet x. 

Sir James Ley, Ohiof Justice, Vas croatad Earl of Marlborough 
»nd President of the Council j. he dieJ in IG^. t Isocrates. 
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cxxtx. 

GATHER YE R(XSE BUDS. 

Gather ye rose-buds wltil;' ye may ; 

Old Time is still a-flying ; 

And this same flower that smiles to-day, 
To-morrow will be dying. 

The glorious lamp of heaven, the Sun, 

The higher he’s a-getting, 

The sooner will his race be run, 

S And nearer he’s to setting. 

That ago is best, which is the first, 

When youth and blood arc warmer ; 

But being s^ent, the worse, anti worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 

— Thr.n be not co}'’, but use your time, 

And while yo may, go marry ; 

For having lost but once your prime, 

Id Yoxi may for ever tarry. * — Walhr 

exxx. 

TO BLOSSOMS. 

Fair pledges of a fruitful tree, 

Why do ye fall so fast ? ' 

Your date is not so past, 

But you may stay yet here a-wbile, 
To'bliisl and gently smile ; 

6 And go at last. 

What, were yc born td bo 
An hour or half’s delight ; 

And so to bid good -night ? 

’Twag; pityjN'ature brought yo forth, 



SONG 


157 


SEfCT. V.] 


Merely to show your worth, 

12 And lose you (|iiite. 

J3iit/ you are lovely leaves, where we 
May read how soon things have 
Their end, though ne'er so brave ; 

A^id after thy- have shown their pride, 
Like you, a-while, — they glide 
18 Into the grav^. • — Herrick. 

cxxxi. 

SONO. 

Go, lovely 

Tell her that wastes her time and me, 

Tfiat uow^she knows 
When T resemble her to theo 
5 How swect*an(l fair she seems to be. 

Tell her that’s young, 

And vshuiivS to have heij graces spied* 

Tliat thou sprung ^ 

In deserts where no men abide, 

10 Thou must have uncummended died. 

• • 

Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the light retired; 

Bjjd her come forth, 

Sulfer herself to be desired, 

15 And not blush so to be admired. • 

Then die, that she 

The common fato of all things rare 

May road iuHhco, 

flow small a part of timij they share 
20 Who are so wondroui sweet and fair. — Waller, 
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cxxxn. 

MUSIC. 

Charm mo asleep, and melt me so 
With thy deHeioi*r; numbers, 

That being i-avished, ho nee I go 
Away in easy slumbers. ^ 

Ease my sick liead, 

And nuiko my bed, 

Thou PuNvor that canst sever 
From me this ill ; — 

And quickly still, 

Though thou not kill, 

11 . My fever m'l iw. ' 

Thou sweetly canst convert the same 
From a consuming lird. 

Into a gentle- licking llamc, 

And make it thus ex])irc. 

Thou make me weep 
My pains asleep. 

And giv(5 mo such reposes, 

That I. poor 1, 

May think, thereby, 

1 live and die 

22 'IVrongst roses. 

Fall on me like a silent dew 

Or like hose maiden showers^ 
Which, by the peep of day, do strew 
I A baptism o'er the flowers, 

J-l elt, melt my pains 
\«^ith thy soft strains ; 

That eaving ease mo given, 

With full delight^, 

I leave this light, 

And taler my flight 

33 ForiHeaven. — SerrieJe, 
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SECTI 9 N VI (1650—1666.) 
cxxxin. 

' THE RRTKEAT.* 

Happy those early days, when T 
Shined in my an<^el-i 11 fancy ! 

13cfore I understood this place 
Ap])oinie(l for my second rnce, 

•Or lan^ht rny soul to fancy aught 
Hut a whi4e, ceJostial thought ; 

When ye^i hauTiot walked* above 
A mile o]' two, from my first love, 

And looking hack — at that short space — 
lO Could seti a glimpse of His bright face; 
•When on some gilded cloud or ^Jower 
My gazing soul would dwell an hour, 

And in those wcaker^glories spy 
Sonv' vlutdows of eternity; , 

Before ] taught my tongue to wound 
My conscience with a siid’ul sound, 

Or had the bl:*ck art to dispense, 

A several sin to every sense, 

*But felt through all this fleshly dress 
‘20 bright shoots of evcrlastingness. 

O how I long to travel back, \ 

And trefld again that anoieiJLt track ! 

That I might once more reach that plain. 
Where first I left my glorious train ; 
4 iFrora whence the enlightened spirit sees 
That shady city of j)*ln}. trees. 

* With this read Wordsworth's In^imationa of Immortality 
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But/ ah ! my soul with too much stay 
Is drunk, and sta^.«fcrs in the way ! 
Some men a forward motion love, 

30 But I by backward will move ; 
And when this dust falls to the urn, 

In that state I came, return. — Vaug!:an* 


CXXXIV. 


TO THE LOUD OENPJLAL OROMWELL, MAY !«, im, 

()'ii the PropOiials of certain- Mitiister.'i of the Committee for the 
Propagation of the Gospel. 

Cromwell, our chief of men, who through a cloud 
Not of war only, but rude, 

Ciaded by faith n-nd matchless fortitude, 

To peace and ti iith thy glorious "/ay hast ploughed, 
And on the neck of crowned Fortune proud 
Hast reared Ood’s trophies, and’ his work pursued, 
While Darwen stream, with blood of Scots imbrued, 
And Dunbar field resounds thy praises loud, 

And Worcester’s laureate wreath. Yet much remains 
To coiujuer still ; Peace hath her victories 
No less renowned than War; new foes arise, 
Threatening to bind our souli^ with secular chains. 

Help us to save iree conscience from the paw 
Of hireling wolves, whose Gospel is their maw'. 

— Milton, So7i7Uitxvi. 

Sonnet xviii.< fn 10.55 an edict was published by the Duke of 
Savov directing the Vandois, or Waldonsns, who inhabited the 
A'.illojs of Pei dm out,, to jain the Church of Romo within tw’ent^ 
days or quit the coiiuiry nil who refused and could not escape were 
massacred. Cromu'oll instructed Milton, as Keorotary for Foreign 
Affairs, to write to Jjouis XIV’' on theii* behalf, and they wore free 
from persecntioii the reui.T-indcr of the CommonwealtL. * The triple 
tyrant,’ tho Po])e, — ‘triple ' refers to his tiara. * Babylonian -woe,’— 
tlie Puritans regarded the ChV’ch of Rome as tho mystical Babylon 
of the Revdatio7i, I 
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cxxxv. 

TUB MIOHT OP DKATH. 

Victorious men of earth, no more 
Proclaim ho\t' wide your empires are ; 

Though you bind — in every shore, 

And your trinmplis reach as far 
As niglit or day, 

Yet yon, proud monarchs^ i]\ust obey, 

And mingle with forgoUen ashes, when 
8 Deaili calls ye to the crowd of common men. 
lievguring Fa mi no, Plague, and War, 

Each aide to^undo mankind, 

Death’s servile * -^ries arc ; * 

Nor to these alone confined ; 

* He ha^h at wdll 

More (jiiaint and subtle wa3"R to kill; 

A smile or kl'i¥, ns he Avill use the art, 

16 8halT liayo the cunning skill to break a heart. 

— Shirley* C/qnd vnd Death, 

CXXXVI. 

ON TUB LATK MASSACRE IN riBAIONT. 

Aveng K, O Lord, th}' slaughtered saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered oiv the Alpine mountains cold ; 

Even them who kept*thy truth so pure of old, 

When ^11 our fathers w'orshipped .st(>cks and stones, 
Forget not,; in thy book iccord tlicir groans 
Who were th^-^ sheep, and in their aneJent fold 
Slain by the bloody Piemontese, that roHed ^ 

Mother with infarA dowm the rocks. ’.Their moans ‘ 
The vales redoubbid to the liilfs, anti they 
To Heaven. Their martyred blood antf ashes sow 
O’er all the Ttalian*ljcld.M, where still doth sw’ay 
The triplc^tyrant^ that from these may growr 
A hundredfold, who, liavingf learnt thy way, 

IJ,arly may fly the Babyloi^ian wlc. — Milton, Son, xviii. 
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cxxxvir. 

ON ins BLINDNESS. 

When I consider how my light is spent 
Ere half my days in this daiL* ^vorld and wide, 

And that one talent which is deatli to hide 
Lodged with mo useless, l.lioiigli my soul m6rc bent 
To serve therewith my ^laker, and present 
My tnie account, lest He, returning, chide ; 

* Doth God (ixact day-labour, light denied T 
I fondly ask. But Patience, to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies : ‘ God doth not need 
Either man’s work, or his own /jifts. Who best 
Bear Ins mild yoke, they ’»** ♦k.-h/hi best. His state 
Is kingly ; thousands at his bidding speed, 

And post o^cr land and ocean wit^iout rest ; 

They also servo who only stand and wait.’ — Ih, xix. 

CXXXVIIl. 

,, TO MR. LAWRENCE.* 

Lawrence, of virtuous faiher virtuous son, 

Now tliat the liclds are dank, and '.rtys are mirt\ 
Where shall we soiuetimes meet, and by the fire 
Help waste a sullen day, what may bo won 
From the hard season gaining ? Time will run 
On smoother, tiil Favonius*rc-inspiro 
The frozen earth, t id clothe in fresh attire 
The lily and rose, that neither sowed nor spun. 

What noal repast shall feast us, light and choice, 

, Of Attic taste, wdth wine, whoiia.j we may rise 
To hear the lute well touched, or artful voice 
Warble immortal notes and Tuscan air? 

He who ojE those delights can Judge, and spare 
To interpose thom^oft, is not unwise. — ih. xx. 

* Son of Henry Lawronco, J'rosiflent of CromwelPs Council j the fami- 
ly resided near Horton, whe *e Milton lived after leaving Cambridge. 
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GXXXIX. 

TO CVPJACK SKINNER.* 

Cyriack, whoso graudsire on the royal bench 
Of British Themii^, with no niean applause, 

' I’ronouncocl, and in his volumes taught, our laws, 
Whieft others at their bar so often wroiich, 

To-day deep thoughts resolve with me to drench 
In mirth that after no repenting draws ; 

Let Euclid rest, and Archimedes jmuse, 

And what tlio Swede intend, and what the Fronch.f 
To m«Nisivc life learn iltoii l)C times, and know 
Toward solid good# what leads tlie nearest way ; 

For other thingj^i^M^.. .'leaven a tinlo ordains, 

And disapproves that care, though wise in sliow, 

That with supeiiluous burden loads the day, 

And, when God semis a <jheorful liour, j*cfrains. — xxi, 

CXL. 

TOTJiESAME. 

, Cyriack", this three years’ day those eyes, ihougli clear. 
To oatward#7:i>w^ of blemish or of spot,# 
licrcft of light, their seeing Jnive forgot ; 

Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appear 
Of sun, or moon, oV star* throughout the year, 

Or man, or woman, '.’^ct T argue not 
Against Heaven’s liaud or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or^hopo, but still bear up and ateov 
Blight onward. What supports me, dost fliou ask ? 

Tlio coiisciencc, /riend, to have lost them ovcrplie^ 

In Jiiberty’s defence, my nohle*task? 

Of which all Europe rings from side to Side. 

This thought might lead mo through thy world’s 
■^vain iDiask • 

Content, though blind, had 1 310 better guide. — xxii. 

* Qrandson of Sir Edward Coke, t Cf 1 Horiuse, Odos, ii, 11, 
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CXLI. 

SONG Ob" TUG KMIGKANTS. 

WiTERE the remote ride 

III the occnii*s bosom nnospiod, 

From a small boat, that rowed nloncr 
The listening winds i^eccived tins song: — 

‘ What should Wc do but sing His praise 
That led us through the watery maze, 
Wliorc He the huge sea-monsters Avracks 
That lift the deep upon their backs, 

Unto an isle so long 
10 And yet far kinder tlian our own ? 

Ho lands us on a grassy stage, 

Safe from the storms, ajid prelate’s rage; 
Ho gives us this eternal si)ring 
Which here enamels eveiy thing, 

And st'iuls the fowls to ns in care 
On daily visits through the air. 

He liangs in shades the orange bright 
Like golden lamps in a gi'eon night, 

And does in the pomegranates close 
20 Jewels more rich than Ormus sliows; 

He makes the figs our mouths to meet, , 
And throws the melons at our feet; 

Bg/ apj[Ji‘s plants of such a price, 

^ Ho tree could ever bear them t^vice. 

With cedars chofaeii by bis hand 
From Lebanon he stores the land, 

And nijikos the hollow^ seas ichat roar 
Proclaim the* ambei gris on Fhor<&. 

Ho cast (of which v c rather boast) 

30 The GospeVa pearl upon our coast ; 
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And in ilicsc rocks for us di-l frame 
A toinplo whore to sound Jlis name. 

O let our voice His praise exalt 
Till it arrive a'# Heaven’s vault, 

Which then perhaps rebounding may 
Echo beyond the Mexicjuo bay 1* 

■—Thus sang they in the Fbiglish boat 

A holy and a cheerful uo|e 

And all the way, to guide their chime, 

40 With falling oars they kept the time. — Marvd, 

> • • 


• CKLIJ. 

IW .Af;iNATJ()X.^ 

Wheuf; never foot of man, or hoof of beast, 

The passaofo pressed ; 

Where never tisli did fly, 

And with short .silver vviiigs cut the lowjiquid sky ; 
Where bird with ])ainted oars did ne^'f 
. Row through the tracklcss^cean of (he air ; 

Whom :.s)V<?r yet did pry • 

The bu.sy morning’s curious eye ; 

The Avhcels of tliy bold coach pass quick and free, 

10 And all’s an open road to thee. 

Whatever God did say, 

Is all tlpr plain and smooth uninterrupted way ; 

Nay, even beyond His works thy vo^^agos are known, f 
Thou hast a thnu.sand worlds too of t^iinc^own. 
Thou speak^st,*gi*eat queen ! in tho same stylo a.t He ; 
And a new world Ieaj)S forth, Avhen thou sayest, 
‘ Let it be.’ 

♦These are"§t.anzastll and III of the Pindaric oJle, the Miisa. 
t In allusion to the creations of centaurs, fairies, &c., and 

in fables and roniances the making t^minals and trees, &c., act like 
mop. / 1 
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Thou fatlioraost; the deep gulf of ages past, 

And canst pluck u]> with ease 
Tlic years which thou dost please, 

20 Like shipwrecked treasures, by' nido tempests oast 
Long since into the sea, 

Brought up again to light and public use by thee. 

Nor dost thou only dive so low, biit fly 
With an unwearied wing the other way on higli, 
Where Fates anioug tlic stars do grow ; 

There into the close nests of Time dost peep, 

And there, with piercing oye, 

Through the firm shell and thc^ thick white, dost sj)y 
Years to come a-forijiiv^J' 

30 Ck)so in their sao#rd sccondinef asleep, 

Till, hatched by the sun’s vi^tal heat, 

Which o’er them yet does brooding set, J 
They life and motion get ; 

And, rine at last, with vigorous might ' 

Break fhrongh the shell, and take their everlasting 
flight. --Cowley. 

cxLiir. ' A* V 

UF^YOND THE VEIL. 

They arc all gone into the world of light ! 

And I alone sit lingering hcr (‘ ; 

Their very memory is fair and bright, 

And my sad thoi ghts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Li7;6 sfhrs upon some gloomy grove, 

Ol those faint beams in which this /bill is drest, 

8 After the silb’s Kunove. 

* The white of aii' egg. f Seconding (obsolete), the tluu film with 
which an infant is covered iu the womb,' so called because it follows 
the child. This ia from the note in the Ed.^of 171 and a similar 
explanation is given in Hloynt'a Dictionary, 1670. In Campbell's 
and other modern editions of Ccwley it is altered to ‘ fecundine sleep.’ 
t Setf aa a hen on eggs. || 
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I see them walking in an air of glory, 

Wliose light doth trample on niy days; 

My days, which are at best but dull and lioary, 

Mere glimmcrjng ami decays. 

O holy Hope I and high Humility, 

Hfgh as the heavens above ! 

These arc your w'alks, .‘md you have showed them uie, 
16 To kindle my cold love. ^ 

Dear, beauteous Death ! tlio jcfvvol of the just, 

Shining nowhere, but in the dark; 

Wha*t nfysteries do lie ]>oyond tliy dust; 

Could man Qj^look that mark ! 

He that hath found vsonie fledgfld bird\s nest, niAy know 
At first sight, jl* hird be flown ; 

But wliat fair deli or grovo ho sings in now, 

24 That is to him unknown. 

And yet as angels in some brighter dreeftns 
Call to the soul, when naan doth sloc|*; 

So some strange tjioughls transcend our wonted tliemes 
* And into ^ory peep. * 

If a star wore confined into a tomb, 

The captive *ffames most needs burn there; 

But when tlio hand thrt locked her up, gives room, 

82 She^ll shine through all the sphere. 

If 

O Father of eternal life, and all 

Created glories under Thee I \ \ 

Resume thy spirit from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty. * • 

Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill 
My i5erspective still as they pass ; • 

Or else remove me hence unt# that hill, 

40 Where I shall need ^10 git^s. — Vauqkan. 
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CXLIY. 

ON T}{K DKATH OP HR. CRASIIAW. 

Poet find Saint ! to tlice alone are given 

The two moat sacred names of earth and Heaven, 

The liard and rarest union which can bo ^ 

Next that of godhead with humanity.# 

Long did the miisos banished slaves abide, 

And built vain pyramids to mortal pride ; 

Like Moses thou (though spells and charms withstand) 
Hast brought them nobly home bacjk to their Holy 
Land. 

Ah wretched we, poets •! but thou 

10 Wert living tlie saAe poet which thou’rt now. 

Whilst angels sing to thee their airs divine, 

And joy in an applause so great as thine, 

Equal society with them to hold,* 

Thou nced^Kt not make new songs, but ^<ay the old. 
And they (kind spirits !) shall all rejoice to sec 
How little less than they, exaltet^mari may be. 

Still the ofd heatlicn gods in numbers dwell, 

Tlie heavenliest thing on earth still keeps up hell. 
Nor have we yet quite purged tlie 'Christian iand; 

20 Still idols here like calves a^EetheJ stand. 

And though Pan’s death long since all oraclos broke,* 
Yet still in rhyme the fii tid Apollo spoke f 
Nay Uie worst of heathen dotage we 
(Vain men !) the monster woman c^eify ; 

Find stars, andfitio Okir fates there in a face, 

And paradise them, by whom we lost it, place. 
What different faults corrupt oUr muses thus ? 
Wanton as girls, as*old wives fabulous ! 

* See Milton’s Ode erJ^the Jffativity, lines 167—228. 
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Thy spotless muse, like Mary, did contain 
30 The boundless Godhead ; she did well disdain 
That her eternal verso employed should bo 
On a loss subjcct^than eternity ; 

And for a sacred mistress scorned to take 
But Ifhr whom God himself scorned not his spouse to 
make. 

Jt (in a kind) her miracles did do; 

A fruitful mother was, and virgin too, 

How well, blest swan, did fate contrive thy death, 
Anti jjfake theo render up thy tuneful breath 
In thy great mjgtf*ess’ arms ? thou most divine 
40 And richest otCoriug of 'Loretta’s sliriiio 
Whore 4iko some holy sacrifice t* expire 
A fever burns thco, and love lights the tiro. 

Angels (they say^ brought the famed chapel there, 
And bpro t]io sacred lojid in triumph through the air. 
'Tis surer much they brought thee there, *and they, 
And tliou, their charge, went singing all the way. 

. Pardon, fiiy smother church, if I consent 
That angels led him when from thoo ho went, 

For oven in errpr sure no danger is 
50 When joined with .so much piety as his. 

Ah, mighty God, witft shame I speak’ t, and grief, 

" Ah that pur greatest faults were in belief ! 

And our weak reason wei’e even woako|; yet, 

Rather than thus our wills too strong f&r it,^ 

His faith perhaps in some nic«^ teii^'ts might 
Be wrong ; his life, I’m .sure, was in the right. 

And 1 myself a Catholic will be, 

So far a'o least, ^reat saint, to jjray to tfiee. 

♦Crashaw becaino a Kouian CathAlit, and died ‘of a fever at 
Loretto, being newly cbosou cai^jSn of t lat Church,' 1650. • 
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Ifail, bard triumphant ! and some caro bestow 
60 On us, the poets militant below ! 

Opposed by our old enemy, adverse chance, 

Attacked by envy, and by ij^nonance, 

Jhhicliained by beauty, tortured by d'"'<ires, * 

Exposed by tyrant-love to s.'ivacfo beasts fires. 
Thou from low earth in nobler tlamcs didst rise, 

And, like Elijah, mount alive the skies. 

Elisha-liko (but with a wish much less, 

More fit thy greatness, and my littlci^css) 

Lo here I beg (I whom thou once didst prtjvcT 
70 So humble to esteem, so good tt) love) 

Nqfc that thy spirit migli^oh me doubled be, 

I ask but half thy mighty spirit for me ; • 

And when my muse soars with so strong a wing, 

, /Twill learn of things divine, aivl first of thee to sing. 

* , — Cowley, 

* ^ CXLV. 

MY MIDNIGUT MEDITAiCION. 

• ^ f % ^ 

Ill-busied man ! wl^y should’st thou take such care 
To lengthen out thy life’s short calendar, 

When ev(;ry siicctacle thoudook’st upon 
Presents and acts thy execution ? 

Each drooping sea'^on and each flower doth cry, * * 
6 ‘ Pool ! as I fade and wither, thou must die.* 

The boating of thy pulse (when thou art well) 

*£s just the toying pf thy passing-bell ; ’ 

Night is thjfc hearse, whose sable canopy 
Covers alike deceased day aricl thee ; 

And'all those weeping dews Tj/hich iKghtly fall 
Are but tho*tea^’j shed for thy funeral. 


12 
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CXLVI. 

TN PRAISE OF HOPE.* 

0 

^ Hope, of all ills that men endure 
The j)nly cliea[) and universal euro ! 

Thou captU’^e’s freodom, and tluni sick man’s health ! 
Tiiou loser’s victory, and thou beggar's wealth ! 

Thou manna, which front Heaven we eat, 

To every tu-slc' a several meat ! 

I^hoii strong retreat, thou sure (‘iitailed estate, 

Wiiirfi nought lias power to alienate !• 

Thou pleasant,<?-|<'’'.v\\flaitcrer, for none 

10 Fiatior unlmppy men, but tliou alone ! 

• 

Hope, thon first-fruits of happiness! 

Thou gentle dawning of a bright success ! 

Thou good pi'cparatiA^c, without whiclj our joy 
Does Work too strong, and, whilst it cures, dcisiroy ; 
AVho out of Fortune’s reach dost stanA, 

And art a Jblv*ssing still in hand 1 . 

Whilst thee, her oarncst-inoney, wc retain, 

We certain arc to gain, 

Wheibher she her bargain break, or else fulfil ; 

20 Thou 01 dy good, uot/.vorse for ending ill ! 

• 

Brothoii of Faith, ^twixt whom and thee 
The 303^8 of Heaven and earth divided d>e ! 

Though B'aith be heir, and have the fixed eState, 

Thy portion j^et in movcablcri is g/oat. 

Happiness itself’s all one • 

In thee, or in ppsscssion ! 

* Kefcrriit^r to this* and its companion* iu’cco, Against Hope, Jolm- 
eoii says, ‘What Cowley has written upon Hope shows an un« 
equalled fertility of invention.’^* ^ 
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Only the future’s thine, the present his ! 

Thine ’s the more hard and noble bliss ; 

Best apprehender of our joys, which hast 
30 So Ion" a reach, and yet canst ^*«?)ld so fast ! 

Hope, thou sad lover’s only friend ! 

Thou w’ay, that may’st dispute it with the end ! 

For love I fear ’s a fruit that does delight 
The taste itself lesil tlian the smell and siglit. 
Fruition more; deceitful is 
Than thou canst be, when thou dost miss ; 

Men leave tlioo by obtaining, and straight ftee 
Some other way again 

And that’s a pleasant country, without doubt, 

10 To wdiich all soon return that trayel out. — Cowley. 

CX-LVII. 

' DEATH’S FINAL C’ONQUEkST.* 

Tue glories of our l)lo/»d and state 
Are shadows, not substantial tju'ngs; 

There i.s no armour against fate ; 

Death lays his icy hand on kings ; 

Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 

And in the dust be equal i*iade 
8 With tlie poor crooke'^ scytlio and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field, 

And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 

But their strong nerves at last mUst yield, 

Tliey tame but one another still ; 

Early or late, 

Tliey stoop to fate, , ^ 

* From The Contention of Ajux^antl UlysseHf a Masque^ 1G59. — ^*‘The 
•fifio song whicli old Bowman ; std to sing to King Charles and which 
''0 often sung to me.” — Oldys. 
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And must give up their mtirmuring hrcath, 

16 When they, poor captives, creep to doaih, 

Tlie garlands wither on your brow, 

^ Then boast no*more your inighfy deeds ; 

TJpoii lOeath’s purple u-ltar, now, 

See wheno the victor- victim bleeds ; 

Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb, 

Only the actions of the just 
24 Smell sweet and blossom in their dust. — S/nrJey, 

• cxLvni. 

iiKLr(ju^x.+ 

Fc^r hivS religion, it was tit 
To Tualch ills learning anrl In’s wit; 

’Twa.s Presbyt(*nan true-blue ; 

Ff)r h(3 was of that stubborn ciew 
Of errant saints, whom all meti grant 
To be the true c*]nireh*nilitant ; * 

Smih i’s ^lo build their faith upon ^ 

The holy text of pike and gnu; 

Decide all controversy by 
10 tnfalliblfi artillery ; 

And prove theiydoctrinc oj'thodox 
By apostolic blow.s and knocks ; 

Call fire, and .s’svord, and desolation, 

A godly thorough reformation, *• 

Which alvfays must bo carried, on, 

And still be doing, never doiife : 

As if religion were intended 
Fo? nothing else but to be mendoch; 

*Tho nmin design of iho bnrle8(|ue Tfu<iibrafij was to hold up 
to ridicule the conduct and doctrirFatof the sectaries. The name 
Httdibras was borrowed from tUe J'acTic Que^e, Vu 1. 
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A sect whose chief devotion lies 
20 In odd perverse antipathies ; 

In falling out with that or this, 

And finding somewhat siiij ’imiss ; 

JMore peevish, cross, and splenetic, 

Than dog distraught or monkey sick ; 

That with more cai*e keep holiday 
The wrong, than/>tlicr3 tlie* I’iglit way ; 
Compound for sins they are inclined to, 

By damning tlioso they have no mind to. 

Still so perverse and opposite, 

30 As if they worshipped God io»* spite ; 

^ The sclf-samo tiling tlicy will abhor 
One way, and long another for ; 

Free-will they one w'ay disavow, 

Aiiutlier, nothing else allow • 

All piety consists therein 
In them, in oilier men all sin ; 

Rather than fail, they will defy 
Tliat .vliieh they love most ten^^crly ; 

Quarrel with minced pies, and disparage 
40 Tlicir best and dearest friend, plum-porridgo ; 

Fat pig and goose itself oppose, 

And blaspheme custard ’*^hrough the nose. 

The apostles of tlus fierce religion, 

Like Mahomet/s, were ass and widgeon,* 

To whom our knight, by fast instinct 
*■ Of wit and tom per, was so liiiked, 

As if hypocrisy and nonsense 

Had got th’ advowson of his conscience*--^ Butler, 

* The ass is tho milkwhite boast, called Albcrach, on which Maho- 
met rodo to heaven; and tlie 'vidgoon, or pigeon, he had trained to 
pick seeds out of his ear S0(4;hat it might bo thought that it was 
^communicating an inspired ines8i,go to him. 
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CXlilK. 

NlGflT. 

The sun grew low and left the skies, 

Put down, soiiW) write, by ladies* eyes. 

The moon pulled oil* her veil of liglit 
That hides her face by day fj‘oni sight 
(Mysterious veil, of brightness made 
That’s both her lustre and her shade I), 

And in the lantern of the night 
With sliiuing liours hung out her light; 
i’oivlarkncss is the pro])er spliero 
Where all fa- Isc^glori us use to appe«a]\ 

The twillklin^‘^?it:u•^ began to muster, 

And glitter with their borrowed lustre, 

While sloop the wearied world relieved. 

By counterfeiting death revived. — Jinthr. 

* — ]{ndlhrufi, Fart XL 

Cli. 

YK OENTLRjniON ()!• ENGLAND/ 

Yk gontk^n)pu^lf England # 

That live at lioinc at ease. 

Ah ! littio do you think upon 
* The dangarf?of t he seas. 

Give car unto tlie ^nariners, 

* And they will j)laiuly show 
All tlic cares and the fears 

When the stormy winds do bi^w. ^ 

If enemies oppose us 

When England is at*war' 

With any foreign nation, 

, • We fear not wound or scar ; • 

♦Campbell admired tins song so .tiucli that ho determined to 
write new words for the music; and tHis was the origin of his iyrie 
Ye ^arinevs of England. * ^ ^ • 
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Our roaring guns shall tcacli ’em 
Our valour for to know, 

Whilst they reel on the keel, • 

16 And the stormy ^YilK]^^''lo blow. 

Then courage, all bravo mariners, , 

And never bo dismayed ; 

While wo have }>old adventurers, 

Wc ne’er's In' 11 want a trade; 

Our niorcliants Avill onij 3 loy ns 

To fololi them Avealth, wo knoAV ; 

Then th ) bold — work for gold, 

24 When the stormy Avind^ Jo blow. 

When the stormy, &c, 

— Parker 


CLI. 

ox KNGIJSK YKU.sk 
Poets' may boast, as safely vain, 

Thdir Avorks shall Avith the Avorld remain ; 
Both bound together live oi* die, 

The verses and the prophecy. 

But aaJio can hope his line should long 
Last in a daily-changing tongue? 

While they are new enyy j me vails, 

8 And as that dies iir language fails. 

Wheu architects haA^c done their part, 
The matter may betray their art ; 

* Time, if we use ill-chosen stobe, 

Soon brings a well-built palace down. 
Poets, that lasting marble r seek, 

Must carve in Latin or in Grepk ; 

We write in ^sanH^our language grows, 

, . 16 And, like the tide, om* work overflows. 
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Chaucer his sense can only boast, 

The glory of his numbers lost ! 

Years have defaced his matchless strain, 

And yet he did not sing in vain. 

The beauties wliich adorned that age, 

The shiiing subjects of his rage, 

Hoping they should immortal prove, 

24 Kewarded with success 4iiar love. 

This was the generous poet’s scope, 

^ And all an English pen can hope, 

To make the fair approve his flame^ 

That can s^^ir t'xtend their fame. 

Verso, thus designed, has no ill fate, 

If it arrive lint at the date 
Of fading beauty ; if it prove 
32 Blit as long-lived as present love. 

* — Waller* 

\ 

’ , CLir. 

PROM THR ODE TO THE ROTIL SOCIETY,* 

Bacon^ at last, a mighty man ! arose, 

Whom a wise King and Nature chose 
Lord Chancellor of bgth their laws, 

And boldly undertook the injured pupil’s cause. 
Authority, which did a body boast, 

Though ’twas but air condensed, and staiked iibout 
Like some old gi&nt’s more gigi^ntic ghost, * 

To terrify the learned rout, * 

With the plain magi^c of true reason’s light 
10 He chased out of our sight, ^ * 

• This Ode was first published in lIi$tory of the Royal 

Soeielsf, 1667. The Koya! Society formed ip^l662. 

M 
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Nor suffered liying men to be misled 
By the Yuiii shadows of the dead ; 

To graves, from whence it rose, the conquered 
phantom fled. 

Ho broke that monstrous god whic h stood. 

In midst of the orchard, and the whole did claim, 
Which with a useless scythe of wood, 

And something else not worth a name, 

(Ridiculous and sensolcss terrors !) made 
Children and superstitious men afraid. 

20 The orchard’s open now, and free ; 

Bacon has broke that scarecrow ^iJ?ityj 
Come, enter all that will, 

Behold the ripened fruit, come, gather no ^ your fill ! 
Yet still, methinks, we fain would be 
Catching at the forbidden tree ; 

Wo would be like the Deity ; 

When truth and falsehood, good and evil, we 
Without the sense’s aid within ourselves would see ; 
For ’tis God only who can find 
30 All nature in His mind. 

From words, which are but pictures of the thought, 
(Though we our thoughts from them perversely drew)^ 
To things, the mind’s right 'object, he it b>’Ought. 

Like foolish birds to painted grapes we few ; 

He sought and gathered for our use the true j 
And'wheii on heaps the chosen bunches lay, 

He prest them wisely the mechanic way, 

Till all theiii juice did in one vessel join, 

Ferment into a nourishment divine, 

40 The thirsty sours/efreshing wine. 

Who to the life an ^A^ct piece would make, 

Must not from other’s work a copy take ; 
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No, not from Rubens or Vandyke ; 

Mucb less content himself to make it like 
The ideas and the images which lie 
In his own fancy, or his memory. 

* No, he before his sight must place 
The hatnral and living face ; 

The real object must command 
50 Each judgment of his eye, j^nd motion of his hand- 

From these and all long errors of the way, 

In which our wandering predecessors went, 

And, liko the old Hebrews, many yCars did stray 
In deserts but^o^f SjTiall extent, 

Bacon, like Moses, led us forth at last. ' 

The barren wilderness he past, 

Did on the very border stand 
Of tliQ blest profnised land, 

And fromiihe mountain’s top of his eialted wit, 

60 Saw it himself, and sheweej us it. ♦ 

But life did nov§r to one man allow 
' Time to dfscover worlds, and conquer too ,* 

Nor can so short a line sufficient ho 
To fathom tho-vast depths of Nature’s sea ; 

The work he did we ought to admire, 

And were unjust if should more require 
From hfs few years, divided ’twixt the excess 
Of low affliction and high happiness. • 

For who on things remote can fix his sight, 

70 That’s always in a triumph, of a fight ? 


— CowZey. 
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SECTION VII (1667*— 1700.) 

cun. 

FABADZSS zosr.— THE INTROD0CTIOiI. 

• 

Of Man's first disobedience, and the fruit 
Of that forbidden tree, whoso mortal taste 
Brought death into *th6 world, and all our woe, 
With loss of Eden, till one greater Man 
Restore us, and regain the blissful seat, ^ 

Sing, heavc’nly Muse ! that on thp secret top 
Of Oreb, or of Sinai, didst inspir^' ' 

That shepherd, who first taught the chosen seed, 
In the beginning how the hcavens^and earth 
10 Rose out of Chaos. Or, if Sion Hill 

Delight thee more, and Siloa's brbok that fbwed 
Fast by tlie^ oracle of God, I thence ' 

Invoke thy aid to my adventurous song. 

That with no middle flight intends to soar 
Above the Aonian mount, whilo it pursues 
Things unattempted yet in prose or rhyme. 

And chiefly thou, 0 Spirit,! that' dost prefer 
Before all temples the upright heart and pure, 
Instruct me, for thou knowes^ ; thou from the first 
20 Wast present, and, with mighty wings oufspread, 
Dove-like ^at’st brooding on the vast abyss, 

And madest it pregnant ; what in nie is dg,rk 
Illumine ! what is 16w raise and support ! 

That to the height of tnis great argument 
I may assert eternal Providence,* ^ 

And justify the wfiys^f God to meA. — Milton. 

* Faradm Jfiit was pitblished in 1667. 
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CUV. 

PEOLOQTJK TO TBS TSBFEST* 

As when a tree’is cat down, the secret root 
* Lives under ground, and thence new branches shoot 
So, from old Shakspearo’s honoured dust, this day 
Springs up and buds a new-reviving play. 
Shakspeare, who, taught by none, did first impart 
To Fletcher wit; to labouring Jonson art; 

He, monarch-like, gave those, his subjects, law, 

Abd 4s that natnre which they paint apd draw. 
Fletcher reaeljp(>tbat which on his heights did grow, 
10 Whilst Jonson 4rept and gathered all below.. 

This did his love, and this his mirth digest ; 

One imitates him most, the other best. 

If they have sinpo cuitwrit all other men, 

’Tis \tith the drops which fell from Sbakspearo’s pen» 
The storm which vanished on tho neighl^ouring shore 
Was taught by Shakspear<fs Tempest first to roar. 
That inui^eaco hud beauty which did emilo 
In Fletcher, grew on this Enchanted Isle. 

But Shaksjpcare's magic could not copied ho ; 

20 Witkbi that circle none durst walk hat he. 

I must confess ’twa^ bold, nor would you now 
’ That fij^erty to vulgar wits allow, 

Which works by magic supernatural things ; 

But Shakespeare’s power is sacred as A king’s. 

Those legends <rom old priesthood \vere received, 

And he then writ, as people t^en l^^ievecL 
But if for Shakespeare we your grace implore, 

Wo for 'our theatre shall want it more? 

* An alteration of Shakespeare’s by DayenantandDrvdos 

aoJiedl667. / • 
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Who, by our dearth of youths, aro forced to employ 
30 One of our women to present a boy ; 

And that's a transformation, you will say, 

Exceeding all the magic in the p‘iay. 

— Brtjdeiu 

li 

CLV. 

ADAV and eve. 

Two of far nobler shape, erect and tall, 

Godlike erect, with native honour clad, 

111 naked majesty, seemed lords of all ; 

And worthy seemed ; for in their Voks diviuo 
The image of their glorious Maker shone ; 

Truth, wisdom, sanctitudo severe^and pur6, 

Severe, but in true filial freedom placed, 

Whence true authority in men ; though both 
Not equal, as their sex not equal seemed ; 

10 For contemplation he and valour formed, 

For softness she, and sweet attractive grace ; 

He for Go‘d only, she for God in him. 

His fair large front, and eye sublime, declared 
Absolute rule ; and hyacinthine locks 
Round from his parted forelock manly hung 
Clustering, but not beneath lis shoulders broad ; 

She as a veil, down to her slender waist, • 

9er nnadornod golden tresses wore 
Dishevelled, but in wanton ringlets waved, 

20 As the vino curls Ivpr tendrils, which implied 
Subjection, but required with gentle sway, 

And by her yielded, by him bo'it received, 

Yielded with coy gyabmission, modest pride, 

And sweet, reluctanj:^ ^morous delay. 

--^raradise Lost, iv. 288'-*311» 
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<31VL 

EVE ^fihA.Tm HER DEFAM. 

Now Morn, her rosy steps in the eastern cliino 
Advancing, sowed tlio earth with orient pearl, 

When Adam waked, so castoincd, for his sleep 
Wastry light, from pure digestion bred, 

And temperate vapours bland, which the only sound 
Of leaves and faming rills, Aurora’s fan, 

Lightly dispersed, and the shrill matin -song 
Of birds on every bough ; so much the more 
His wonder was to find un wakened Evo 
10 With tresses dis(V)mp 08 ed and glowing cheek, 

As through unqniet rest. He, on his side 
Leaning half-railbd, with looks of cordial love 
Hung over her enamoured, and beheld 
Beauty, which, \yheiJior waking oi\asleep, 

Shot forth peculiar graces ; then, with^voice 
Mild as when Zephyrus on Flora breathes, 

Her hand soft touching, wMapered thus ; “ Awake, 
My fairest; my dhpousod, my latest fouiid, 

Heaven's last host gift, my ever-new delight ! 

20 AWake 1 the morning shines, and the fresh field 
Calls us ; W’'e lose the ^Drimo to mark how spring 
Our tended plants, how blows the citron grove, 

» Wliat d^rops the myrrh, and what tho balmy reed, 
How Nature paints her colours, how the bee 
Sits on the bloom extracting liquid sweet." • * 

Such wluspifi’ing waked her, buf^wdth startled eye 
On Adam, whom embracing, \huif she spake ; 

‘‘ 0 sole in whom my thoughts find all repose, 

My glofy, my perfection ! glad I see • 

SO Thy face, and tnorn returned ;*for I this night 

(Such night till this I jiever’passed) have dreamed,-^ 
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If dreamed, — not, as I oft am wont, of thee, 

Works of day past, or morrow’* next design, 

Blit of offence and trouble, which my mind 
Knew never till this irksome night. Methought, 
Close at mine car one called me forth to walk ' 
With gentle voice ; I thought it thine. It ^aid, 

‘ Why sleep’st thou. Eve ? now is the pleasant time, 
The cool, the silent;, save where silence yields 
40 To the night- warbling bird, that now awake 

Tunes sweetest his lovo-labonred song ; now i*eigns 
Full-orbed the moon, and with more pleasing light 
Shadowy sets off the face of things, in vain, 

If none regard. Heaven wakes f/ith all his eyes, 
Whom to behold but thee, Nature’s dcsii’Ci? 

In whose sight all things joy, with ravishment 
Attracted by the beauty still.jto gaze.’ 

I rose as at thy call, but found thee not ; ' 

To find thee I directed then my walk ; 

50 And on, methought„ alone I passed through ways 
That brought mo on a sadden to 'the tiv^e 
Of interdicted knowledge fair it seemed, 

Much fairer to my fancy than by day ; 

And, as I wondering looked; beside it stood 
One shaped and winged like 9110 of those from Heaven 
By us oft seen his de^-^y locks distilled 
Ambrosia. On that tree ho also gazed ; 

And,/ O fafr plant,’ said he, ‘ with fruit surcharged, 
Peigns none to ease thy load and kasfce thy sweet, 
fiO Nor god, nor nian T Is knowledge so despised ? 

Or envy, or what reserve, forbids to taste ? 

Forbid who will, non© shall from me withhold 
Longer thy offered’ g^od, why else set here ? ’ 

This said, he paused *aCt but with venturous arm 
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He plucked, he tasted ; me damp horror chilled 
At such bold words vouched with a deed so bold ; 
But he thus, overjoyed : ‘ O fruit divine, 

Sweet of thyself, 43ut much more sweet thus cropped, 
* Forbidden here, it seems, as only fit 
70 For ^ds, yet able to make gods of men ; 

And why not gods of men, since good, the more 
Communicated, more abunt^nt grows, 

The author not impaired but honoured more ? 

Here, happy creature, fair angelic Eve, 

Partake thou also ; happy though thou. art. 

Happier thou may*st bo, worthier canst not bo ; 

Take this, and bl henceforth among the gods , 
Thyself ;a goddess^ not to earth confined, 

But sometimes in the air, as wo, sometimes 
80 Ascend to Heavep, by merit thine, and see 

What life the gods live there, and sucb^live thou.' 
So saying, lie drew nigh, and to me held,^ 

Even to my mouth of that Sftme fruit held part 
Which he ^lad pltioked ; the pleasant siwoury smell 
So quickened appetite, that I, methouglit, 

Could not but taste. Forthwith up to the clouds 
Witli*hiiii I flew, and •underneath beheld 
The earth outstretched immense, a prospect wide 
.And various ; — wondering at my flight and change 
90 To this high exaltation ; suddenly 

My guide was gone, and 1, methouglit, tsunkdown, 
And fella»sleop f but oh, how glad I’wakcd • 

To fiud this but a dream !*’ Thus her night 
Related, and thus Adam answered sad : — 

Best inlage of myself, and dearer half,* 

The trouble of thy thoughts iliis might in sleep 
Affects me equally ; nor like 
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This uncouth dream, of evil sprung I fear ; 

Yet evil whence ? in thee can harbour none, 

ICO Created pure. But know, that in the soul 
Are many lesser faculties,' that ^.erve 
Reason as chief ; among these Fanc)’^ next 
Her office holds ; of all external thingjs, 

Which the five watchful senses represent, 

She forma imaginations, aery shapes, 

Which Reason, joining or disjoining, frames 
All what we affirm or what deny, and call 
Our knowledge or opinion ; then retires < * 

Into her private cell when Natiir^. rests. 

110 Oft in her absence mimic Fane/ wakes 
To imitate her, but, misjoining Shapes, • 

Wild work produces oft, and most in dreams, 

111 matching words, and deeds long past or late. 

Some such resemblances, nictl links, I find 
Of onr JIast evening’s talk in this thy dream, 

But with addition strange ; yet bo not sad ; 

Evil into the mind of god or man 
May come and go, so unapproved, and leave 
Ho spot or blame behind ; which gives mo hope 
120 That what in sleep tbon didst abhor to dream 
Waking thon never wilt consent to do. 

Be not disheartened then, nor cloud those looks, 

That wont to he more cheerful and serene 
Tha.i when fair Morning first smiles on the world ; 
And let us to our fresh omploymonts rise 
Among the grovt the fountains, and the flowers 
That open now tlieir cboicest-bovsomed smells, 
Reserved from night, and kept fo^' thee m store.” 

So cheered be his^ fair spouse, and she was cheered, 
130 But silently a gentle tear let fall 
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From either eye, and wiped them with her hair ; 

Two other precious drops, that ready stood, 

Each in their crystal sluice, he ere they foil 
Kissed as the gradious signs of sweet remorse, 

* And pious awe, that feared to have offended. 

— Paradise Lost, v. 1--135. 


CLvrr. 

SATAN IN SEARCH OP AN ACCOMPLICE. 

^ ^ There was a place, 

Now n(5t — thoug^i Sin — ^not Time—first wrought the 
change, \ 

Whero Tigris — af ihe foot of Paradise, 

Into a gtilf — shot unc^pr ground — tiU part 
Rdse up a fountain by the Trde of Life. 

Li with river sunk — and with it rose ^ 

, Satan — inv(51ved in rising mtst — then soiiglit 

Where to be hid,*— Sea ho had searched— and land, 
iProm Eden over Pdntus — ancl the pool 
10 MoDotis — up beyond tho river Oh ; 

U(5wnVard as far antarctic ; — and in length 
West from Ordntes — to the ocean barred 
A-t Dai?en — thence tS the land whore flows 
Ganges Jind Indus. — Thus the orb he n^amed 
With narrow search, — and with inspectSon d^ep * 
Considerjed ^ve^iy creature — which (if all • 

Most opportune might servo hfe wites — and fotind 
Tho serpent — subtlest beast of all the field. 

* * — Par, Jjosty ix. 69-86. 


"‘For a crowiiing specimen of vaiiet^of pause and acceub, apart 
from emotion, nothing oan surpass thi ifcconnt, in Paradise Lost, of 
the,Devirs search for an acoom|)7ioe.’’ — Leigh Jluut. * 
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CLVIII. 

THE EXPULSION FllOM PARADISE. 

In either hand tlie hastening Angel caught 
Our lingering parents, and to the eastern gate 
Led them direct, and down the cliff as fast 
To the subjected plain ; then disappeared. 

They, looking back, all the eastern side beheld 
Of Paradise, so late their happy seat, 

Waved over by that flaming brand ; the gate 
With dreadful faces thronged and fiery at'ins. 

Some natural tears they dropped, but wiped them 
soon ; 

The world was all before their^ where to choose 
Their place of rest, and Providence their guide. 

They, hand in hand, with waiid/iring steps and slow, 
Through ,Edcn took their solitary way. — xii. G37-649. 

* CLIX. 

f FROM THE ELEGY ON COWLE^. 

r. • 

Old Chaucer, like the moruing*star, 

To us discovers day from far ; 

His light those mists and clouds dissolved 
Which our dark nation longv involved ; 

But he descending to the shades, q 

Darkness^ again the age invades. 

Nest, like Aurora., Spenser rose 
AVhose purple blus.h the day foroi^hows. 

The other thrbe, > ith his own fires, 

10 Phoebus, the poet’s god, inspires ; 

By Shakbspoare, Jonson, Fletchei^’s lines 
Our stage’s lustre Home’s outshines. 

These poets near our princes sleep, 
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And in one grave their mansion keep ; 

They lived to see so many days, 

Til] time had blasted all thoir bays ; 

But cursed be theffatal hour 

That plucked the fairest, sweetest flower 

That in the pluses* garden grew, 

20 And amongst withered laurels threw. 

Time, which made them theijj fame outlive, 
To Cowley scarce did ripeness give. 

Old mother-wit and Nature gave 
Shakespeare and Fletcher all they have } 

In Spenser and f onson, Art 

Of slower Nature: jot the start ; 

But both in liim sjJ^cqual are, 

None knows which ')ears the happiest share ; 
To him no author jwasninknown, 

30 Yet what he, wrote was all his OAvn. 

He melted not the ancient gold, 

• Nor, with Ben Jonson, did make bold 
To plunder *.,11 tho*Roman stores 
Of poets and of orators. 

Horace’s wit and Virgil’s state 
He did not steal, but emulate ; 

And wh^n he would l^ko them appear, 

Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear ; 
He not from Romo alone, but Greece, 

40 Like Jason, brought the golden flceccj 
To him that langpiage, though t^ none 
Of th’ others, as his own was known. # 

On a stifl ^le, as Fktecus sings. 

The Theban swap extends his wyigs, 

When through the ethereal cj<bids’ he flies, 
pDo the same pitch our smn doth risp^. 
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Old Pindar’s flights by him new reached, 

When on that gale his wings are stretched. 

His fancy and his judgment such, 

60 Each to the other seemed too much ; 

His severe judgment, giving law, 

His modest fancy, kept in awe, 

As rigid husbands jealous are 
When they believe their wives too fair. 

His English stream so pure did flow, 

As all that saw, and tasted know. — Denham. 

CLX. 

THE DANGER OF RICHES A W POWER, 

Extol not riches, then, the to’x of fools, » 

The wise man’s cumbrance, ifenot snare ; more apt 

To slacken Virtue and abati) edge 

Than prg.mpt her to do aught may merit praise. 

What if with like aversion I reject 

Riches and realms ? Yet not for that a crown, 

Golden ia show, is but a wreath of thorns, 

Brings dangers, troubles, cares, and sleepless nights, 
To him who wears the regal diadem, 

10 When on his shoulders each man’s burden lies ; 

For therein stands the office^of a king, 

His honour, virtue, .aerit, and chief pra'se, 

^That for jjhe public all this weight ho bears. 

Yet- he wno reigns within himself, and rules 
Passions, desires, fbud fears, is mOro a king, 

Which every wise and virtuous man attains j 
And who attains not ill aspires to rule 
Cities of men, or Jieadstrong multitudes, 

Subject himself to irarchy within, 

20 Or lawless passions in hiilD, which he serves* 
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But to guide nations in the way of truth 
By saving doctrine, and from error lead 
To know, and, knowing, worship God aright, 

Is yot more kingly. This attracts the soul, 

• Governs the inner man, the nobler part ; 

That other j’er the body only reigns, 

And oft by force, — which to' a generous mind 
So reigning can be no since|;e delight. 

Besides, to give a kingdom hath been thought 
30 Greater and nobler done, and to lay down 
Far mhre magnanimous than to assume. 

Riches are neeijlejfo, then, both for themselves, 

And for thy roafr >n why they should bo sought,— 

To gain a sceptrq,Wtcst better missed. 

— Paradise Begaineil^ ii. 453-4S6* 

. • 

. , CLXI. ^ 

true and false glory, ^ 

• Thou neither dost persuado^ne to seek wealth 
For empire's sake, nor empire to affect • 

For glory’s sake, by all thy argument. 

For what is gloyy but the blaze of fame, 

The people’s praise, if always praise unmixed ? 

And w^jat the pooplj but a herd confused, 

•A miscellaneous rabble, who extol [praise ? 

Things vulgar, and well-weighed scarce worthy the 
They praise and they admire they knoi^ not what, 

10 And know not ^hom, but as one leads the other * 

And what delight to he by such extoJled, 

To live upon their tongues, and be their talk P 
Of whom to be dispraised were no small* praise — 

His lot who dares be 6mgul|i^ good, 

^ The intelligent among them and the wise # 
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Are few, and glory scarce of few is raised. 

This is true glory and renown — when God, . 

Looking on the Earth, with approbation marks 
The just man, and divulge.^ him* through Heaven 
20 To Jill liis Angeds, who with true applause 
Recount his praises. Thus ho did to Job, 

When, to extend his fame through Heaven and Earth, 
As thou to thy reproach may’st well remember, 

He asked thee, ‘ Hast thou seen my servant Job ?* 
Faraoiia he was in Heaven ; on Earth less known, 
Where glory is false glory, attributed 
To things not glorious, men not wprthy of fame. 

They err who count it glorious tji subdue 
By conquest far and wide, to oji Ji'-ruii 
30 Largo countries, and in field g)r-at battles win. 

Great cities by assault. What/do these worthies 
But rob a^d spoil, burn, slaughter, and enslave 
Peaceable nations, neighbouring or remote, 

Made captive, yet dcs;.rving freedom more 
Than thos^^ their conquerors, %vho leave, behind 
Nothing but ruin wheresoe’er they rove, 

And all the flourishing works of peace destroy ; 

Then swell with pride, and must be titled Gods, 

Great Benefactors of mankind, Deliverers, 

40 Worshipped with te’-’iple, priest, and sacrifice ? 

— 16. iii. 44-83. 

» CLXII. 

’ SAMSON ON HIS BLINDNESS. 

I MUST not quarrel with the will 
Of highest dispensation, which , herein 
Haply had ends above my reach to^jenow. 

Suffices that to me strength is my bane 
And proves the source of all my miseries, 
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So many, and so huge, tliafc each apart 
Would ask a life to wail ; but, chief of all, 

0 loss of sight, of thee 1 most complain ! 

Blind among cnoifiics, 0 worse than chains, 

10 Dungeon, or beggary, or decroj)it ago ! 

Light* tlio jf^rime work of God, to me is extinct, 

And all her various objects of delight 
Annulled, which might in part.rny grief have eased. 
Inferior to the vilest now bccomo 
Of man or worm, the vilest here excel mo ; 

. They <iroop, yet see ; I, dark in light, exposed 
To daily fraud, cojitemj^t, abuse, and wrong. 

Within doors, Sv without, still as a*fouI, 

In power of othci*<j, never in iny own ; 

20 Scarce half T scei^i to live, dead moi’o than half. 

O dark, dark, dark amid the blaze of noon, 
Irrecoverably dark, total eclipse 
Without al> hope of day ! fc 

0 first created beam, and^thou great Word, 

“ Let there be litjht, and light was over all,” 

Why am I*thns bereaved thy prime deefeo ? 

The sun to me is dark 
And Qileut as the moon, 

When she deserts the night, 

30 Hid inkier vacant itilerluiiar cave. 

• Since Jight so necessary is to life, 

And almost life itself, if it be true 
That liglit is in the soul, 

She all in every part, why was the sight 
To such a tender ball as the c^c echini ned, 

So obvious and so easy to be quenched ? 

And not,* as feeling, through all parts dHIuscd, 

That she migh? look at will yn*bugh every pore ? 
Then bad I not been tbjis oiiTied from bgbt, 
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40 As ill the land of darkness, yet in light, 

To live a life half dead, a living death, 

And buried ; but, O yet more miserable ! 

Myself my sepulchre, a moving grave, 

Buried, yet not exempt, 

By privilege of death and burial, 

From worst of other evils, pains, and wrongs, 

But made hereby obnoxious more 
To all tlie miseries life, — 

Life in captivity 

50 Among inhuman foes. — Sa^nsoyi Agonistes^ G0~109- 
CLxiir. 

ON MILTON’S VAltAlih^E LOST* 

W.HEN I beheld the poet blind yet bold 
In slender book his vast design' unfold, . 

]\[cssiah crowned, God’s rccoijl’nlcd deci'ec, 

Rebelling angels, the forbidd'ci^ tree, 

Heaven,. hell, earth, chaos, all ; the argument 
Held mo awhile misdoubting his intent, 

That he would ruin (for I saw him strong) 

The sacred truths to fable and old song ; 

So Samson groped the temple’s posts in spite, 

10 The world o’erw helming to revenge his sight. 

Yet as 1 read, soon growing less severe, 

I liked his project, tho success did fear ; 

Through that wid( field hoW he his way should find, 
O’er which lame faiths leads understanding blind; 
Lert he’d perplex the things he would explain, 

‘ And what was easy he should roader vdn. 

Or, if a \i:dLk so infinite ho spanned. 

Jealous I was that some less skilful hand 
(Such as* disquiet always what is^w’elJ, ' 

20 And by ill imiiaiing would excel,) 

# Prefixed to the Second £ditien of Paradise Lost, 1674. 
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Might hence presume the whole creation’s day 
To change in scenes, and show it in a play. 

Pardon me, mighty poet, nor despise 
My causeless yet not impious surmise. 

But 1 am now convinced, and none will dare 
Within thj^labours to pretend a share. 

Thou hast not missed one thought that could he fit. 
And all that was improper dost omit ; 

So that no room is here for writers left, ^ 

30 But to detect their ignorance or theft. 

That majesty which through thy work doth reign 
Draws the dev*jut, deterring the profane ; 

And things dlviiAO thou treat’st of in such state 
As thorn preserve , and thee, inviolate. 

At once delight ai 1 horror on us seize, 

Thou siiig’st with so much gravity and ease, 

And ahove*human flight dost soar aloh5 
With plume so strong, so e%ual, and so sdft ; 

The bird named fvom that paradise you sing 
40 So never flags, but always keeps on wing. 

Where conldst thou words of such a compass find 
Whence furnish such.a vast expanse of mind ? 

J list Heaven thee, like Tiresias, to requite, 

Howards with propjiecy thy loss of sight. 

Well might’s t thou scorn thy readers to allure 
With tinkling rhyme, of thy own sens(j secure, ^ 
While the Town-Bayes* writes all the while and i^ells, 
And like a pac£:-horse tires w^^ho^t his bells. 

Their fancies like our bushy points Appear j 
50 The poete tag them, we for fashion wear. 

* Bryclcn, who asked Milton i£ ho mi^bt put Paradise Lost into a 
dramatic poem, and the latter replie^tV&t ho * would give him leave 
to taff his verses.’ ‘ Bushy points’ and * tags* were the ends of tb^i' 
laces or strings with which tho4)rc3ches were* tied at the knee* 
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I too, transported by tbe mode, offend. 

And, while I meant to praise thee, must commend 
Thy verse created like thy theme sublime, 

In number, weight, and measurt), needs not rhyme. 

— Marvel, 


CLXIV. 

INVITATION TO I2AAK WALTON.t 
"Whilst in this cold and blustering clime, 

Where bleak winds howl, and tempests roar, 

Wc pass away the roughest time 
Has been of many years before ; 

Whilst frorn the most ternpestn^ns nooks 
- The chillcst blasts our peaer- invade, 

And by great rains our smal^pst brooks: 

8 Are almost navigable maA) ; 

Whilst all the ills are so im£ 3 iovedJ 
Of tl.is dead quarter of the year,, 

Thai even you, so much beloved, 

We would not now wish with us hero ; 

. c . . ^ 

In this estate, I say, it is ^ 

Some comfort to us to suppose, 

That in a better clime tlian this, 

16 You, our dear friend, have more repose ; 

And some delight to mo the while, » 

Though Nature now does w^eep in rain, 

* To thii;.k that I have seen her smile, 

, * And haply I may do again. 

If the all-ri^ling Power please 
We live to .^oe another May, 

-I -WTl, , , n • - - 

*T am limited by the use of rhyme and muht use the word 
^ commend.* f Izaak Watton having stated ^l^8 intention of coming 
to see his friend Cotton foi’^Erpnt-fiahing in the Dove in Derbyshire, 
the latter wrote this invitation tq,him to come in a milder season. 
" VTolton was then in Ms 83rd year, | Note the peculiar use of im^Tov$n 
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We’ll recompense an age of these 
24 Foal days in one fine hsbing-day. 

We then shall have a day or two. 

Perhaps a wl3ek, wherein to try 

* What the best master’s hand can do 

With ^e most deadly killing fly. 

A day with not too bright a beam ; 

A warm, but not a scoNohlng sun ; 

A southern gale to curl the stream ; ^ 

And, master, half our work is done. 

• • 

Then, whilst behind somo bush wo wait 
• The scaly^)eoplc to betray, 

We’ll prove it jiust, with treacherous bait, 

32 To make the greying trout our prey ; 

And think ourst^vgs, in such an Jiour, 

Happier than those, though not so high, 

Who, likb leviathans, devour • 

Of meaner men the sn»iller fry. * 

This, ray best friend, at my poor horao, 

Shall be our pastime and our themo ; 

But then — should you not deign to come, 

40 "Sfou make all this a flattering dream. — Cotton* 

• ^ CLXV. 

* • A PARAPHEASR FROM SKNEOA. 

Let him that will, ascend the tottering scat 
Of courtly grandeur, and become ajj great • 

As are his mounting wishes ; jys for nic, 

Let sweet repose and rest my portion bo ; 

Give me some mean obscure recess, a sphere 
Out of the ’road of business, or ^ihe fear 
Of falling lower ; where I sy^etly may ^ 

, Myself and dear retirep&ent still enjoy 
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Let not my life or name be known unto 
10 The grandees of the time, tost to and fro 
Bjr censures or applause ; but let my age 
Slide gently by ; not over thwart' the stage 
Of public action ; unheard, unsccij. 

And unconcerned, as if I ne’er had been. 

And thus, while T shall pass my silent days 
In shady privacy, free from the noise 
And bustles of the mad world, then shall I 
A good old innocent plebeian die. 

Death is a* mere surprise, a very snare 
20 To him, that makes it his -life’s greatest care 
To be a public pageant; known to all, 

But unacquainted with himself t doth fall.'^ — Hale. 

CLXVI.- U ^ 

, CLEOPATRA ON THE CYDNUS. 

Her galley down the silver Cydnus rowed, 

The tackling silk, the streamers waved with gold ; 
The gentle winds yvero lodged in purple sails ; . 

Her nymphs, like Nereides, round her couch wore 
placed ; 

Whci’e she, another sea-born Venus, lay. 

She lay, and leant her cheek upon her hapd, 

And cast a look so "anguishiiigly sweet, ^ 

, As if, secure of all beholders’ hearts, 

Neglecting, she could take them. Boys, like cupids, 
10 Stood fanniug, with their painted wings, tlio winds, 
That played, afcoiit her face ; but if she smiled, 

A darting glory seemed to bla?:e abroad, 

( — 

* From a chorus in tlio ^hyesiea of Seiiocaij tho last lines are : 
llli mord grajtis incubnt, 

• Qui notus niuAd omnibus 
Ignobys moritur sihi. 
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That men’s desiring eyes were never wearied, 

But hung upon the object. To soft Antes 
The silver oars kept timo ; and, while they played, 
The hearing gav(f new pleasure to the sight ; 

And both to thought- — Dnjdeu.^ 

• CLxvn. 

MANKIND. 

Men are but children of a larger growth ; 

Our appetites as apt to change as tlieirsj'^ 

And fgll as craving too, and full as vain ; 

And yet the soul,^hut up in her dark room, 

Vibwing so cle^r abroad, at home sees nothing; 

But, like a mole earth, busy and blind, 

Works all her fofl up, and casts it outward 
To the world’s yiew. , — lb, iv. 1. 

CLXVIII. ^ 

SONG. ^ 

Love still has somothiAg of the sea, 

From wh5nco his Mother rose j • 

No time liis slaves from love can free, 

Nor givp their thoughts repose. 

They are becalmed in clearest days, 

And in roug^i weather tost j 
Thoy wither under cold delays, 

8 Or are in tempests lost. • 

Ontj while^they seem to touch the port, 

Then straight into the imaiji 
Some angry wind in cruel sporJ 
Th^*r vessel drives again. • 

♦From All For Love, ov the World We&^ost, iii, 1. Coiiipari^ the 
parallel passage in Shakspore — Anto^/and GUopatra^ i. 2. Sir W- 
Scojt exprefisos a preference for Di^’ don’s description. # 
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At fil’st disdain and pride they fear, 

Which, if they chance to ’scape, 

Rivals and falsehood soon appear 
IG In a more dreadful s'hapet. 

By such degrees to joy they come, 

And are so long withstood, 

So slowly they receive the sum, 

It hardly does them good. 

’Tr Cruel to prolong a pain, 

And to defer a bliss, 

Believe me, gentle Cclcmene, 

24 No less inhuman is. 

An hundred thousand oatl}3 yonr fea;^s 
Perhaps would not rem- Ve, 

And if I gazed a thousan. years, 

I could no deeper love. 

Tis litter much for you to guess 
Than for mo to explain, 

But grant, oh ! grant that happiness, 

32 Which only does remain. — Sedley. 

CLXIX. 

SHAFTESBtrilY. 

Op these the false Achifcophel was first, - 
A name to .all succt..ding ages curst ; . 

yor close designs and crooked counsels fit ; 

Sagilcious, bold, und turbulent of wit ; 

Restless, unfixed in principles and place, 

In power unpleased, impatient of disgrace ; 

A fiery soul which, working out its w.ay,^ 

Fretted its pigmy Jbody to decay, ^ 

And o’erinforrac'd tenement of clay. 

,10 A daring pilot in extremity; 
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Pleased with the danger, when^ihe waves went high 
He sought the storm ; but, for a calm unfit, 

Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit. 

Great wits are sure to madness near allied, 

• And thin partitions do their bounds divide ; 

ElsoVhy should ho, with wealth and honour blest, 
Refuse his ago the needful hours of rest ? 

Punish a body which he cojild not please, 

Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of case 

20 And all to leave what with his toil he wOn, 

• To ikit uiifeatl'orcd two-legged tiling,^ a son. 

In friendship Jalio, implacable in hate, 

Resolved to ruin or to rule the state. 

To compass this Jhe triple bond he broke,* 

The pillars of ^public safety shook, 

And fitted EnglaL]|l for a foreign yoke. 

Then, seized with fear, yet still affecting fame, 
Usurped a*pati’iot^s all-atoning name. * 

So easy still it proves in fretious times, * 

30 With public zeal to cancel private crimes, 
llow safe* is treason, and how sacred ill, 

Where none can sin against the people ^s will ! 

Where crowds’ean win, and no oLtenco bo known, 
Since in another’s guilt they find their own. — 

Yet fiiiuo deserved /lo enemy can grudge ; 

* The statesman we abhor, but praise the judge. 

In England’s couri s was never chancellor scon, • 

With more discerning eyes, or han,ds more dlean, 
Unbribed, unsought, tho wretehed to redress ; 

40 Swift of despatch, and easy of aeSats. 

Oh I had Im been gioutciib to serve tho crown, 

With virtues Qnly proper to the gown ; 

• The Triple Alliance of 1667, brolieirby tho alliance with Franco, , 
1670. 
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Or, had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle that oppressed the noble seed ; 

David for him his tuneful harp had strung, 

And heaven had wanted one immortal song. 

But wild Ambition loves to slide, not stand. 

And Fortune’s ice prefers to Virtue’s knd.* 
Achitophel grown weary to possess 
50 A lawful fame and laz^y happiness, 

Disdained the golden fruit to gather free, 

And let»o‘the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 

Now, manifest of crimes contrived long since, 

He stood at bold defiance with Lis^nrince; 

Hold up the buckler of the people’s cause 
Against the crown, and skulked behind the laws. 

— Bryden^ j%salom and Achitoidiel, 

. i 

CLXX. 

OPENING OF THE BELiaiO LJlICI, 

Dim as the borrowed beams of moon and stars 
To lonely, iWeary, wandering travellers, 

Is reason to the soul ; and as on high. 

Those rolling tiros discover but the sky. 

Not light us here ; so reason’s glimmering ray 
Was lent, not to .issiire our doubtful way, 

But guide us upwar ’ to a better day. 

And as those nightly tapers disappear 

Whep day’s bright lord ascends our hemisphere ; 

So pale grows refison at religion’s .iight — 

So dies, and ^o* dissolves in supernatural light. 

— Bryden, 

• In Knollea’ Uistory of the Turks (1003), UMder a picture of Mus- 
tapha arc the lines : « < 

Greatness on goocm ss loves to slide not stand, 

* And leaves for FortuneVieo Virtue’s firm land. 
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CLXXI. 

TO THE inSMORY OP MR. OLDHAM.* 

Farewell, too little and too lately known, 

Whom I began to think, and call my own ; 

For sure oiy souls were near allied, and thin© 

Cast in the same poetic mould with mine. 

One common note on oither*lyro did strike, 

And knaves and fools we both abhorred, alike. 

To the same goal did both our studies driVe ; 

• Tile l5st set out, tho soonest did arrive* 

Thus Nisus feil n]ion tho slippery place, 

10 Whilst his young friend performed, and won the race.f 
Oh early ripe ! tp thy abundant store 
What could ad varying ago have added more ? 

It might (what !N'.lti!ro never giveS tho young) 

Have taugtt the numbers of thy native^ tongue. 

But satire needs not those, and wit will f^ino 
* Through the harsh cadence of a rugged line. 

A noble error, and but seldom made, • 

AVheu poets arc by too much force betrayed ; 

Thy generous fruits, though gatliorc'Sf ere their prinio, 
20 Still showed a (|uickuess ; and maturing timo 

But rpellows what w'o write, to the dull sweets of 
rhyme. 

Once more, hail, and farewell ; farowey, thou ycying, 
But, ah too short, MarcellusJ of oui- tSngue*! 

Thy brows witli ivy and with laurels bound ; * 

But fate and gloomy night encorr^.'iss thee round. 

^ , --Bryden. 

* “ Tho finest and most affecting in tlio Faiglisli Ijan- 

guage.” — Abp. Trench. fJfhibidy v^jfe7-338. J /Kneid, vi. 800-886,^ 

, iToIm Oldham, a satirioal poet, died in 1683, aged 30, 
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CLXXII. 

OLD AGE AND DEATH. 

When wc for ago could neither read nor write, 

The subject made ns ablo to enditc ; 

Tho soul, with nobler resolutions decked, 

The body stooping docs herself erect. 

No mortal parts are requisite to raise 
6 Her that, unbodied, c^n her Maker praise. 

Tho seas PTC quiet when the winds are o’er; 

So calni are we when passions are no more ! 

For then wo know how vain it was to boast' 

Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost. 

Clouds of affection from our younger eyes 
12 Conceal that emptiness which age descries^ 

The soul’s dark cottage, batter»^d and decayed, 

Lets in new light through chinl s which time has made. 
Stronger by weakness, w'iser men become, 

As they draw near to their eternal homo ; 

Leaving the old, both worlds at onco they view 
18 That stand upon the threshold of tho no,w. — Waller, 

CLXXIII. 

TO THE frous •MEMORY OF THE ACCOMPLISHED YOUNG LADY 
MRS. ANxVE KlLLKiREW.* EXCELLENT JN THE TWO SISTER 
ARTS OP POE.^V AND PAINTING. AN ODE. IGSfi. 

Thou j^oungest virg»n-dauglitbr of the skies, 

Made in the last promotion of the blest ; 

Uv^hojo paUn.s, new plucked from Paradise, 

I;i spreading branches more sublimely riso, 

Bich with iri\rno];,tal green above the rest ; 

Whether, adopted to some neighbouring star, 

Thou rollcst above us in thy wanderiif^j race, 

* Anno Killigrew died of f mall-pox in 1686, in hor twenty -fifth 
year. Drydens Odo was prt^llxed to a posthumous edition of her 
ppems. Stanzas 1 and IV (out of 10) are here given. 
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Or, in procession fixed and t-ogular, 

Movest Avitli the heaven’s majestic pace, 

Or, called to more superior bliss, 

Thou treadost witli scrapljiins the vast abyss ; 
Whatever happ}’’ region iwS thy place, 

Coaso* thy cplesfcial song a little space ; 

Thou wilt havo time enough for hymns divine, 
Since Ilcaven’s eternal year, is •thine. 

Hear then a mortal Aluso thy praise rfdicarsc, 
Tn no ignoble vcr.se, 

• Hut isfich as tliy own voice <iid practise; here, 
WJien thy firsifrtiits o? poo.sy were given, 

To make thyself a welcome inmate there ; , 

While yeti a young probationer, 

22 And caui delate of Heaven. 

. 'I • IV. 


0 gracio/i.s God I how Tar have we ^ 
rrofaned thy Iieavenly gift of Poesy ! ^ 

• Made prostitute and profligate the Afuse, 
debased to each obscene and impious ifsc, 

Whose harmony was first ordained abjvc, 

For tpnguos of .angels and for hymns of love ! 

Oh wretched we ! why were wo hurried down 
T\)is liibric and adulterate age, 

* (Nayy^added fat pollutions of our own,) 

To increase the steaming ordures pf the stage ?) 
What can we say to excuse our secohd fall ? 

Let this thy •Vestal, He?iven, atoiio for all ; • 

Her Arethusian stream reiriliinj ^nsoilcd, 

Unmixed with foreign filth and undefiled ; 

37 Her more than man, her innocence a child. 

Dr. Johnson says, it is undoubto Jly* +ho nobloet odo that our 
langna^ge ever has produced.” “ Thf^first stanza may be pronounced . 
absolutely faultless and iacapa)fie cf iiuproYewent.”-- Saintsbury*# 
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CLXXIV. 

MUSIC. 

Music has charms to soothe a ssivage breast, 

To soften roots, or bend a knotted oak. 

I've read that things inanimate have movedv 
And, as with living souls, have been informed 
By magic numbers and persuasive sound. 

What then am I ? Am I more senseless grown 
Than t^s or flint ? O, force of constant woo ! 

'Tis not in harmony to calm my griefs.^*' — Cotigreve., 

■ ^ 

CLXXV. 

A D RATH -LIKE STILLNESS.f 

Almeria, It was a fancied no^o ; for all is hushed. 
Leonora, It boro the accentott human voice. 

Al, It was thy feat, or'clso some transient wind 
Whistling through hollows of this vaulted aisle ; 
We’ll listen. — - 

Jjco, Ha^k ! ' . ^ 

Al. No, all is hushed and still as death. — 'Tis 
dreadful ! 

How reverend is the face of this tall pile, 

Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 

10 To bear aloft its arched and ponderous roof, 

By its own weight made steadfast and immovable, 
Looking tianquillity ! it strikes an awe 
And terror on my aching sight ; frhc tombs 
And monumen>^.al 'Saves of death look cold, 

* These are the opening lines of the Mi^rning ir'r'hle, acted 1G87. 

t Quoting this extract Dr. Johnson saya : — If 1 were required to 
select from the whole mhs»> of English poetry the most poetical 
paragraph, I know not what T would prefer to an exclamation in The 
Mourning Bride,** ' 
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And shoot a chillness to my ircmbling heart. 

Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 

Nay, quickly speak to me, and let mo hoar 
Thy voice — my (fwn affrights me with its echoes. — Ib. 


CLXKVI. 

SONNET ON DEATH.* 

What has this bugbear death that’s worth our care ? 

After a life of pain and sorrow past, ** 

After deluding hopes «and diro despair, ^ 

DeAth only gives us quiet at the last ; 

ISfw strangely ait3 our dove and hate misplaced ! 
Freedom we seek, and yet from freedom lice,# 
Counting those tyrant-sins that chain us fast, 

And shunning de ith that only sets us free. 

’Tis not a foolish, f^:)ar qf future ptwns,— 

(Why should they fear*' who keep their souls from 
stains*?) ^ 

That makes me dread thy Aerrors, Death* to see ; 

’Tis not the loss*of riches or of fame, 
v‘)r the vain toys the vulgar pleasures name, 

’Tis nothing, Celia, but the losing. thee ! — Wahlu 

t * » 

CLXWII. 


, liN MILTON. 

4 

Vtiihr Portrait of Milton in the Uh Edition of Paradifte Loatj J688. 

Tiikee poets in three distant ages bon?, ^ * 

Greece, .Italy, y-nd England, did adiorn, • 

TfTe first in loftiness of thoug!|t surpassed ; 

The next in majesty ; in both the la^t. 

The foreja If Nature could no further gp ; 

To make a thiid she joined thq former two. — JDryden* 

* The only Sonnet between tJiosrif i!y Milton and Gray’s Sonnet 
on the Death of West (1751.),— ^d how foebjo ! » 
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I 

CLXxvnr. 

COME, IE YOU DARE!* 

“ Come, if you dare !** oar trumpets sound, 

** Come, if 3'ou dare !” thc^ foes rebound; 

Wo come, wo come !’* > 

Says the double beat of the ihundcriitg drum ; 

Now ihoj^ charpfo on amain, 

Now they rally af^^ain. 

The Vrom above the mad labour behold, 

8 And pity mankind that will perish for goltj,. , 

T)io fainting foenien quit their ground, 

Their trumpets languish in the sound — 

They fly ! the}' fly ! 

‘‘Victoria! Victoria!** the bold Britons cry. 

Nowjtho victory's 
To the plunder* run ; 

Then return to our lasses like fortunate traders, 

16 Triumpliaut with spoils of the vanquished invaders. 

— Dnjden, 

, CLXXIX. 

FROM HORACE, OVBS IIX, 29.t 

Happy the man, and happy he alone, 

He, who can call tr day his oSvn ; 

Pe who, secure within, can say, 

To-morrow do thy worst, for I have lived to-day ; 
lie fair, or foiil, or rain, or shine, ^ 

The joys I have possessed, in spite of fate, are mine ; 
Not heaven itself upon the paEjt has power, 

8 But what’ has been, has been, and I har -e had my hour. 

^ 

• A song in King Arthur, a l^ramatic Opera, acted 1691. 

^ f The three last stanzas out of 10, 
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Fortune, that with malicious joy 
Does man, her slave, oppress, 

' Proud of her office to destroy, 
la seldom pleased to bless ; 

* Still various and unconstaut still. 

But with at^ inclination to be ill, 

Promotes, degrades, delights in strife. 

And makes a lottery of life. i ' 

I can enjoy her while she’s kind ; a. 

But when slie dances in the wind, ' 

* Anil sflakes the .vings and will not stay^, 

I>lifE the pros4itute away ; 

The little or the much she gave, is quietly resigned 
Content* wi til poverty, my soul I arm, 

23 And virtue, though in rags, will keep me warm. 

A I • 

. ^ What is^t to me, ^ 

Who never sail ih^her unfaijhfiil sea, 

* If storms arise and clouds grow black, 

If the mast split, and threaten wreck ? • 

Then let the greedy merchant fear . 

For, his ill-gotten gain ; 

And pray to gods that will not hear, 

While the debating winds and billows bear 
His wealth into the main. 


For me, secure from Fortune’s blows, • 
Secure of what 1 cannot lose, 

, my small pinnace I can sail, 
Contemning all the blustering roaj^ ;• 


And rumjing with a merry gale, ^ 
With frienflly r<:ars my safety sfiek, 

Within some little winding j??eek,* 

40* And see the storm ash 9 fo. ^pryden. 
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\ 

CLXXX. 

ALEXANDER’S FEAST j OR, THE POWER OP MUSIC. 

A Song in honour of St. Cecilia*a Day^ 1697. 

» 

Twas at the royal feast, for Persia won 
By Philip’s warlike son ; . 

Aloft in awful state * 

The godlike hero sate 
On his imperial Ihrone ; 

His .i>rA4jant peers were placed around ; 

Their brows with roses and with myrtles bpund 
(So should desert in arms be^jrowned) ; 

The lovely Thais by his side 
lo Sat like a blooming Eastern bride, 

In dower of youth and beauty’s pride. 
Happy, chappy, hajjpy p^ir ! 

None but che 
Nene but the brave, 

None but the brave di serves the fair. 


Tiinotheus, placed on high ’ 

Ar'»id the tuneful choir. 

With flying fingers touched the lyre ; 
The trembling notes ascend the sky, 

20 And heavenly joys inspire. , 

The song bega. from Jove, , 

Who jeft his blissful seats above,-— 
*Such IS the power of mighty love I ' 

A dragon’s fiery form belied the ^od ; 
Sublime on-Adi/int spires he rode. 

When he to fair Olympia prest, • 

And wliile he sought her snowy ibresdt ; 
Then roun<f herf fi^lender waist he curled, 


[world. 


And stamped ^n image of himself, a Bovoreign of the 
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30 The listening crowd admire the /offcy sound ; 

A present deity, they shout around. 

' A present deity, the vaulted roofs rebound. 
With ravished ears, 

The monarch hears, 

Assumes the god, 

Affects to nod, 

And seems to shake tho^s^dieres. 


The praise of Bacchus then the sweet fe'-'sioian sung ; 
0| Bacchus ever fair and ever young ; ^ _ 

The jolly god in triumph comes ; 

So and fbe trumpets ; beat the drums ! 
riuahed with a purple grace • 

He shows his honest face ; 

Now give the hautboys breath ; ho comes, he comes ! 
Baochas, eVilr fair 3 ?jAy?scng, 

' Di«inkin^ joys^did first ordain 
Bacchus’/blessings ar^ a treasure ; • 

Drinking the soldier’s pleasure ; 

* • Rich the treasure; * 

50 Sweet the pleasure. - 

t Sweet is ’plcasi^re after pain. 


Soothed with the sound the king grew vain, 
bought all hi^ battles o’er again ; 

And thrice ho routed all his foes, and thrice he slew 
. .^e slain. • ^ 

I’ Th^|ifasier saw the madness'* rise ; ♦ 

His glowing cheeks, his^^rejent eyes ; 

And* while he heaven and earth defied, 

^ I • ' 

Chpjagcd his hand, and checked his pride. 

He chose a mournful rpufeej 
Soft pity to infufe ; * 


60 
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He sung^Darius great and good, 

By too severe a fate 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 

Fallen from his hij'b estate, 

And weltering in his blood ; 

Deserted, at his utmost need, • 

By those his former bounty fed, 

On the barg earth exposed he lies, 

With not a friend to close hia eyes. 

70 With j^5'wncast looks the joyless victor sate, 

‘ Revolving in his altered soul • 

The various turns /)f ch^neg below ; 

And, now and then, a sigh he stole, 

And tears began to flow. • 

The mighty mastv 4 r smiled, to see 
That love was^.^i V.\\nMxt (Jegree ; 

’Twas^nit a kindred sound *^o movo; 

For pity melts the’ipiind to lovo. 

Softly sweet, in Lydian iveasures, 

80 Soon he soothed his soul to pleasures ; 

\Va J lie sung, is toil and trouble ; 

Honour but an empt}- babble ; * 

Never ending, still beginning, 

Fighting still, and stilj destroying • 

If the world be worth thy win fling, 

Think, 0 think it worth enjoying, 
fjovyly Thais sits beside thee • " 

Take the good the gods J)ro\ ide thee. 

The many tr^ud'^.he skies with loud applause ; 

90 So Love was crowned ; but Music the cause. 
The prfnce, unable to concedl h^s palin, 

Gazed on th^fair 
Who caused hS* cape, 



s^CT. vn.] 


AI.BX&NDGB S FEAS 




218 


And sighed and looked, sighed and looked, 
Sighed and looked, and sighed again ; 

At length, with love and wine at once oppressed, 
The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast. 


Now strike the golden lyre again ; 

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain. 

100 Break his bands of sleep asunder, 

And rouse him, like a rattling peal of. thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid sound 
‘ Has raised up bis head, 

a\?aked ffrom the dead ; 

And, amazed, he starcjs around. 

* Revesgo, revenge,* Tiinotheus cries, 

* See the Furies ayise ; 

See the /?r^akei^| that-^ thi^ rear, 

How they ^ssutftlToir Iiair, 

110 And the spjj' kies that flash from thjy eyes ! 

. BeholA' a ghastly dand, 

* • IJae^ a iSorch in his liand ! * 

Those are Grecian ghosts that in battle slain, 

An(^ unburied remain 

Inglorious on the plain. 

Give the vengeance due 

• To the valfant cresv ; 

* ' ^ 

Behold how they toss their torches on high, , 

they point to the Persian a1iodes,v 

120 ^nd'^’jiiioiing temples of their 'hostile gods ?* 

The p\&nces applaud, withVa f«?|ious joy ; 

And the ki4g seize^ a flambeau with zeal to destroy ; 

vThap I6d the way, * 

To light him to h js prey, — 

^ And, like another Helen, flrod another Troy ! 
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Thus, long ago, 

Ere heaving bellows learned to blow, 

While organs yet were mute, 

Timotheus, to his breathing 
130 And sounding lyre, 

Could swell the soul to rage, or kindjp sol ^'desire. 
At last divine Cecilia came, 

In veil tress of the vpcal frame ; 

The swee^ jnthusiast, from her sacred store, 
Enla»* 4 ^d the former narrow bounds. 

And added length to solemn sounds. 

With Nature’s mother- wii, and^arb? unknown j^'efore. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 

Or both divide the crown ; • 

160 He raised a mcrtal to the skies, 

She dr<fw * 1 ^’ fingolfddw^ J — Drjdtn. 
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ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 

BOOK \l 

POPE TO THK PRKyENT TIME* 


« 

SECTION I (1700--17S6.)i 

f. 

ON'^SOLIYUDE.* 

Happy the Tnari,«wh(^^ »vic?h wad care 
A' fe\v«parerrj!»t acres hound . 

Content to l.^eaUio Lis i\^tive aii‘ 

^ Jjii his own ground. 

^ Whose t'ds with milk, whose fields* with broad, 
Whose flocks supply him withjattire; 

Whose trees *in sunlmor yield him shade, 

8 In winter, fire, 

. Blei^ who can n riconcern’dly find 

Hoflrs, days, and years slide soft away, 

In health of body, peace of mind, • 

. ^ Quiet by day, » 

Sound sleep by night ; study ^and ease 
Together mixed ; sweet recreation, 

And innocence, ?which most does please, 

16 ^ With meditE^ien. 

k WrittoD when Jbout twelve yeart; old. 
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[bk, li. 


AN INGLISII ANTHOLOGY. 


Thus let me live, auBeen, unknown ; 

Thus unlamented let me die, 

Steal from tho world, and not a stone 

Tell where I lie.* — Pope. 

u. 

APOSTROPHE TO LIBERTY. ^ 

0 Liberty, thou goddess heavenly bright, 
Profuse of bliss, and pregnant with delight ! 
Eternal pleasures in thy presence reign, 

Ay<i smiling Plenty leads thy wanton train 
Eased of her load, Subjection grows more lig^-^y 
' And Poverty looks cheerful in tliy sight ; 

Thou mak’st the gloomy face of Nature gay, 

Giv'st beauty to the sun, and pleasure tb the day. 
Thee, goddess, thee Britannia’s isle adores ; 

10 How has she'i^t "x^hau^ted ?11 her stores, 

How oft ill fields of dcaV.^ tjliy presence sought, 

Nor thinks tho mighty prize dearly bought ! 

On foreign mountains may the Vin refine 
The grape’s soft juice, and mcllo'\it,to wine 
With citron groves adorn a distant 
And tho fat olive swell with floods of oil ; 

Wo envy not tho warmer clime, that lies ' 

In ten degrees of ^nore indulgent skies ; ^ 

Nor at tho coarseness of oui heaven repine, 

20 Though o’er our heads tho fi'ozen Pleiads shine ; 

* *Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia’s isle, 

• And makes 'her barren rocks ani her bleak moun- 

tains smile, 

h * i 

Others with tow’rnig piles may please the sight 
And in their proud aspiring domes d^h’ght ; 

A nicer touch. to tho stretched canvas give, 

01' teach their aiiinjcitod rocks to live ; 
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APOSTROPHE TO LIBERTY. 
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’Tis Britain's care to wateb. o’t^r Europe's fate 
And hold in balance each contending state, 

To threaten bold preanmptnons kings with war, 

30 And answer her afflicted neighhonrs’ prayer; 

The Bani' and Swede routed up by fierce alarms, 
Ble^s the wise conduct of her pious arras ; 

Soon as Iter fleets appear their terrors cease, 

And all the northern world lies hushed in peace. 

— Ai:hU.<fon*s' Letter from Tiahj* 
rn. 

OPENJNO LINES OF THE TTiVE mifU KNnT.TSmX/t^'i, 

WjiPiinivri? flod*ra*oct!i a house of prayer, 

'fhe devil filways builds :i ohapol there ; , 

And V.will bo found, upon examination, 

Tlio luitor has \Jio largest congregation ; 

B\)r over since ]ie tVrsV dehauch<»d the mind, 

He made a porfecl; cJWxquest of mankind. 

With iiniTormify of service, ho 
Reigns with % general arfeiocracy. 

^ nonconf'jrmlng sects disturb his rpign, 

10 Eor of hi^ yoke there’s very few complain ; 

He knows the genius and the inclination. 

And matches proper sins for ev'ry nation. 

He needs no standing army government ; 

He aTways rules ys by^ our own consent ; 

His la^s are easy, and his gentle sway 
Makes it exceeding pleasant to obey.. 

The list of his vice-gereuts and commanders • 
Outdoes your Orasars or your Alexanders ; 

They never fail of his infer naf audf, 

20 And he's as certain ne’er to be betrayed. 

Thro’ alf the fvorld they spread^his vast command, 
And Denth’s eternal erapjre i.s maintained— 
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AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[bk. U. 


IV, 

THE SIMILE OF THK ANGEL.* 

Mbthinks I hear the drum’s tumultuous sound ' 

The victor's shouts and dyinjR: •^^oans confound, 

The dreadful burst of cannon rend the skies, 

And all the thunder of the battle ripe. ' 

’Twas then great Marlboro’s mighty soul was proved, 

That, in the shook of charging hosts unmoved, 

Amidst oonfusion, horror, and despair, 

Examined all the dreadful scenes of war ; 

III* peaceful thought the field of death suvreyed, 

10 ^To fainting squadrons spnt tl\e timely aid, 

Inspired repulsed squadrons to engage, ^ 

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage. 

So when an Angel, by divine command, 

With rising tgraposts shakes a guilty laud, 

Such as of latt/ o’er pal^-.Brilannia passed, 

Calm and serene he drives' the foridus blast ; 

» 

And, pleased the Almighty’s orders to perform, 
Bides in the whirlwind and dtrems the storm^ 

\, — Addison, 


4 * 

V. 

A SONG. 

In vain you tell your parting lover, 

You wish fair winds may waft him over. 

‘ Alas 1 what winds can happy prove, 

, That bear me far from what I love ? 

Alas ! what dangers on the main 
Can equal thosd that 1 sustain, 

7 From sljghted vows, and coh| disdain ? 

^ From tAe Campaijrn, Sbe Jjimsou's life of Addison and the Tatler, 



5 


SECT. I.] from the mSAT ON CUlTXCim. 

Be gentle, and in pity ehooso 
To wish the wildest tempests loose ; 

That thrown again npon the coast, 

Where first my shipwrecked heart was lost, 
r I may once more repeat my pain ; 

Otce more in dying notes complain 
14 Of alighted vows, and cold disdain. — -Pr/or. 

VI. 

FROM THE mSAY ON OBrTiriaM, 

A^Mttle learning is a dangerous thmg ! 

Drink deef, oi‘*'taste‘*not the Pierian spring, 

^hero shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

And drinking largely sobers us again. 

Fired at first Jiight with what the Muse imparts, 

In fearless youth we^ tempt th^' height of arts, 
While from tho\o"*^*dcd levol of our mind, 

Short views \vc take nor see the lengths behind ; 
But more advanced behold with strange surprise 
10 New distant steucs of endless science rise. 

So ploa^jd at first the toweriug Alps wo try,=*^ 
Mount o’er the vales, and seem to tread the sky ; 
Th’ eternal snows appear already past, 

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last ; 
But*those attained, we tremliio to survey 
The growing labour of the lengthened way, 

* This simile was anticipated by Drummond ; — 

Ah ! aa a^ilgriin who the Alps c»oth pass, 

Or Atlas* temples crowned with winter’s glass, 

The airy Canrasus, the Ape \n j«ie? 

Pyrene’s clifts where sun doth never shine, 

When he soL^.e heaps of hills hath overwent, 

Bmos tc| think on rest, bis journey spent, 

Till mounting some tall s»oilntaiu ho do find 
More heights before hijn than he left behind. 
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The increasing V^ospecfc tiros our wandering eyes, 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise ! 

But most by numbers judge a poet’s song', 

20 And smooth or rough, with thorn, is right or wrong ; 
In the bright Muse, tho’ thousand charms conspii\3, 
Her voice is all these tuneful fools ^miro* 

Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear. 

Not mend their min^ls ; as some fco church repair, 
Not for tho doctrine, but tho music there. 

These equal syllables alone require, 

Tho’ oft the ear the open vowels tire ; * 

While expletives their feeble $Ad jjo join ; 

And ten low 'words oft creep in ono dnll lino ; 

80 While they ring round the .same unvaried chimes, 
With sure retuims of still expected rhymes ; 
Where’er you^find^ * the'cooliivg western breeze,’ 

In the next line, it ‘ whi^^ors through the trees’; 

If crystal streams * with pleasing murmurs creep,’ 
The reader’s threatened (not in vain) with ‘ sleep'; . 
Then, at^the last and only cou{)let fraught • ^ 

With some unmeaning thing they cail a thought, 

A needless ^alexandrine ends the song, 

That, like a wounded snalcc, drags its slow length 
along. 

40 Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes? and know 
What’s roundly smooth^ or langnishin^y slow ; 
•And prairie the easy vigour of a line, 

, Where Denham’s strength and Waller’s sweetness 
join. 

True ease in wrl'iii*'g comes from art, not chanco, 

As those move easiest who have leanitd to dance. 
’Tis not enough no harshness gines offence, 

The sound must s^em an echo to the sense ; 




SECT. I.] 


TO A TUBE. 


Soft is the strain when Zophyr gently blows, 

^ And the smooth stream in smoother nnmbors flows ; 
50 Bat when load surges lash the sounding shore, 

The hoarse, rdhgh verse should like the torrent roar ; 
* When Aiax strives some rock’s vast weight to 
Ihrow^ 

The lino too labours, and the words move slow ; 
Not so, when swift Camijla ‘scours the plain, 

^?lies o’er th’ unbending corn, and skims along the 
main. 

H(^ir how Timothcus’ varied lays surprise, 

And bid ay^ernate passions fall and rise ! # 

While at each change, the son of Libyan .love 
Novfc burns with glory, and then melts with love, 
60 Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow, 

Now sighs stej.1 oat' and tears# begin to' flow ; 
Persians and Grfeolr#likc turns of nature found, 
And tho*world’s victor stood subdued by sound ! 
The power of music all eur hearts allow, 

And what Timt>thous was, is Drydcn,now. 

^ — Pc^e, 


• vii. • 

TO A TREE. 

Pai^ Tree ! for thy delightful shade 
• ’Tis jjist that soAie return be made ; 
Sure some return is due from mo , 

To thy cool shadows, and to thee. 

When thou to birds dost shelter give 
Thou music dost from thorn rceotvc ; 

If travellers be^joath thee stay 
Till stcv.ms ljav& worn themselves away, 
That time in praising tbe<? ttey spend, 
10 And thy protecting powSr comn\end ; 
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The ehepliord here, 11*0111 scorching freed, 

Taues to thy dancing leaves his reed, 

Whilst his loved nymph in thanks bestows 
Her flowery chaplets on thy houghs. 

Shall I then only silent be, 

And no return be made by me ? 

No ! let this wish upon me wait, 

And still to flout isl\ be thy fate, 

To future ages niay^st thou stand 
20 Untouched by the rash workman's hand, 

Till that}, large stock of sap is spent, 

*Which gives thy suinmoi*'s ori*.ara^t ; 

TfU the fierce winds, that vainly strive 
To shock thy greatness whilst alive, » 

Shall on thy lifeless hour attend, 

Prevent the and grace thy end, 

Their scattered .strength 4 ogbtlier call, 

And to the clouds proclaim thy fall. 

Who then their evening dews may spare, 

30 When thou no longer art their care, 

But slialt, like ancient heroes, burn ^ 

And some bright hearth be made thy urn. 

— Lady Wiiwhilsea^ 

VIII. 

SOLILOQUY ON THE IMMORTALITY OF THE SOUL. 

It must be so ! Plate, thou reasonest vfell, 

Else whence this pleasing hope, this fond desire, 
This longing after immortality ? 

Or whence this secret dread and inward horror 
Of falling into yoiight ? Why shrinks the soul 
Back on herself and stai*tles at destruption ? 

— *Tis the Divinity that stirs w^hin us, 

’Tie Heaven itself ^hat points ont an hereafter, 

And iiitiznatps eterutty to xnan. 
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10 Eternity !— thou pleasing. d?eadfal thought ! 

^ Through what variety of untried being — 

Thi'ough what now scenes and changes must we pass ! 
The wide, th^ unboandod prospect. lies before me; 

• But siiadows, clouds, and darkness rest upon it. 
Here will T hold : — If there’s a Power above us 
{ And that there is all Nature cries aloud 
Through all her works), ho.must delight in virtue; 
.And that which he deliglits in must be happy. 

But— when ?— or where world was made 

• • for Cflesar. , 

20 Pm weary of conjectures. — This mefst end them. 

• ^ * [Layi/h^ hishmul on sword. 

Thus am I doubly armed ; my death and life, 

My 1}ane and antidote, are both before me. 

This in a moment hvinga mo to an end,^ 

But this infortni rne^I shaW n^ver die, 

The souj, secured in lier existence, smiles 
At tho drawn dagger, and defies its pgint. 

The stars shall fade away, the sun himself 
• tlrow dim with age, and nature sink in ymm ; 

But lh(fn shalt flouriali in immortal youth, 

30 Unhurt amid the war of cleraenis, 

The wreck of matter, and the crash of worlds.* 

--Addmn\^ Cato. 


A’NOCTnRiVAI. RKVEHIg.* * 

In suoh a nij^ht, wlnoi evM’y louder wind* , 

Is to its distant t-avern safe confined, 

* * Exoepting^he jVoc/wj^jia^ /ietvriVof Winchilsea, and a pass* 
age or two in tlin ITiiu?#nr Forest of Pope, the pcietAy of the period 
intervening botwoen^tho publication <jf Faraihae Lost and the 
SeasoTis does not contain a single n^w iihtige of external nature.' 
WOBPSWORTH, Lyricnl Ballads, 181&e 

M *# 

• * E 
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And only gentle Zephyr fans his wings, 

And lonely Philomel, still waking, sings, 

Or from some tree, framed for the owrs delight, , 
She, hollowing clear, directs the wanderer right, — 
Tn snch a night, when passing cl.^uds give place, 

Or thinly v'eil the heaven’s mysterious face. 

When in some river, overhung with green, 

10 The waving moon, and trembling leaves are seen. 
When freshened grass now bears itself npright, 
And makes cool banks to pleasing rest invite, 
Whence spring the woodbine and the bi*am^le-j'Ose, 
>nd whore the sleepy cows! ip csheltered grows. 
Whilst now a paler hue the foxglove takes, 

Yet chequers still with red the dusky brrkes, 
Whore scattered glo wworms, — but in twil ight fine, — 
Show* trivial beauties, watch their hour to shine. 
While Salisbury stands fee fost of every light, 

20 Tn perfect charms and perfect beauty bright : 

When odours, which'declined repelling day, 
Through temperate air uninterrupted stray ; 

When darkened groves their softest . hadowa wear. 
And falling waters we distinctly hear ; 

When through the gloom more venerable shows 
Some ancient fabric awful in repose ; 

While sunburned hiP their Swarthy looks conceal, 
And swelling haycocks thicken up the vale ; 

When the loosed horse now, as his pasture leads, 

30 Comes slowly grazing thro’ the aVljoiniiig meads, 
Whose stealing pace and lengthened shade wo fear, 
Till toni-up forage in his teet?i we hear ; 

When nibbling sheep at large pursue 'their food, 
And unmolested kine rechew the cud : 

Q ’ 
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When curlews cry beneath die village- walls, 

And to her straggling brood the partridge calls ; 
Their short-lived jubilee the creatures keep, 

Which but emduros, whilst tyrant Man doth sleep ; 
When a sedate content the spirit feels, 

40 Alid iio^fierce light disturbs, whilst it reveals ; 

J3ut silent musings urge the mind to seek 
Something too high for jiyWabk*,^ to speak ; 

• Till the free soul to a coinposodiiess charmed, 
Finding the elements of rage disarmed, 

• Oier all below a solemn fjuiet grown, • 

Joys in tly; inlVvior vyorld, and thinks it like jjer own ; 

*ln such a niglit lot me abroad remain, 

TilL morning breaks and all’s confused again ; 

Our cares, our toils, our clamoni’s are renewed, 
oU Our ploasnre«, soJd?»m reached, again pursued. 

• ♦ * * — Lady WhtcMkea, 

m 

FKOM THK HAPh^OF TUP LOCK, 
m *Noi with mure glories, iu the uthoi^eal plaiUj 
The stAi first j-isos o’er the purpled tiiaiji, 

Than issuing forth, the rival of ^lis beams, 
llaunched on the bosom of the silver Thames, • 

Fajr nymphs and well-drest you ths around her shone. 
• But f very eye was fixed on her alone. 

On her white broast a sparkling cross she w^ore, 
Which Jews might kiss and infidels adorf, 

Her lively Jlooks a sprightly mhid disclose, * 

10 Quick as her eyes, and as npfjxyd as those. 

B’avouvs to none, to ail she sSliJes extends ; 

Oft sji(‘ rejects, but never onco offetids. 

Bright as the sun, her 6>c.l the gazers strike, 

And, like the sun,^they shine on all alike. 
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Yet graoefal ea§o, and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hido ; 
If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you'll forget them all. 

This nymph, to the destrrictioii of mankind, 

20 Nourished two locks* which graceful hutfg behind, 
In equal curls, and woll conspired to deck, 

With shining ringlets, the smooth ivory neck, 

Love in these labyrinths Lis slaves detains, 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 

With hairy springes we tho birds betray, ’ 

.Slight lines of hair surprise tho tinny prey; 

Fair tx’easos man’vS imperial race ensnare, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair,. — Pope. 

* XI.' „ 

HOHACK, OI)E$, lY, 0. ADDREfc^gEH^fO ARCHBP. KING, 1718. 
VlKTiTi? concealed within our breast 
Is inactivity at best ; 

But never shall the Muse endure 
To let youi’ virtues lio obscure ; u 
Or suffer JJnvy to conceal 
Your labours for the public weal. 

Within your breast all wisdom lies, 

Either to govern o* advise ; 

Your steady soul preserves her frame, 

10 In.goodWd evil times the same. 

~ Pale Avarice and lurking Prau^, 

Stand in your sacred presence awed ; 

Your hand alone from gold abstains, 

Which drags the slavish world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I ov/u} 

Wboflo fortune is not overgrown ; 
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And happy bo who wisely knows 
, To use the gifts that Heaven bestows ; 

. Or, if it pleaso the powers divine, 

20 Can suffer wa*it and not repine. 

• The man w'ho infamy to shun 

Into the arms of death would run ; 

That man is ready to defend, 

With life, his country orjiia friend. — Svufi, 

XU. 

• KJ’JSTLK TO MB. ADDISON. . 

^ oocAsiO^yi;!) iPt wiiy • JJialogues on Medals. ^ 

Ske the wild waste of all-devouring years \ 

How Rome her own sad sepulchre appears ! 

With nodding ai‘cho|it broken temples spread ! 

The very tombs udw vanished like their dead ! 

•/ # f ^ 

Imperial wonders rcflsed on nations spoiled, 

Where, mixed with slaves, the gi’oaning martyr 
toiled ; * 

. Huge tjieiitros* that now unpeopled lyoods, 

Now drained a di.staut country of her ffoods ; 

Fanes, whiclj admy-iug gods witb pride survey^ 

10 Stktues of men, scarce less alive than they I 
Some felt the silent stroke of mouldering age, 

. Some hostile fuuy, sojne religious rage. 

Barbarian blindness, Christian zeal conspire, 

And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. • 

Perhaps, byjts own ruins saved from fiame, • 

Some buried marble half preserves a name ; 

That name the learned with fi^<?rce disputes pursue, 
And give to Tifus old Vespasian’s due. 

Amfiitiou^sighecl ; she ^pund it vain to trust 
20 The faithless column, apd the crumbling bust ; 
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Huge moles, whose shadow stretched from shore te 
shore, * 

Their rains perished, and their place no moiY) ! 
Convinced, she now contracis her vast design, 

And all her triumphs shrink into a coin. 

A narrow o-rh each crowded conquest keeps, 
Beneath her palm here snd Judea weeps. 

Now scantier limiti the proud arch confine, 

And scarce are seen the prostrate Nile or Rhine ; 

A small Enphrates through the piece is rolled, 

30 And little eagles wave their wings in gold. ‘ 

^ The medal, faithful 'to its*t*haifge of famc^ 
Through climes and ages l^ears each form and name ; 
In 0110 short view, subjected to our eye, 

Gods, emperors, heroes, sagos, beauties, lie. 

With sharpokied. sight, pale antiquaries pore, 

The inscription value, 'i^ut the rust adore. 

This, the blue varnish, that the green endears, 

The sacred rust of ‘twice ten hundred years ? 

To gain Pcscennius one employs his schemes, 

40 One grasps a Cecrops in ecstatic dveams. 

Poor Vadins, long with learned spleen devoured, 
Can taste no pleasure aiuce his shield was scoured ; 
And Curio, restless by the fair one’s side, 

Sighs for an Othc apd neglects his bride. 

Theirs is the vanity, the learning thine ; 

Touched by thy hand, again Home’s glories shine ; 
Her gods, '"and godlike heroes rise to* view, 

And all hpr,%dcd garlands bloom anew, 

Nor blush /those studies tl^y regard engage ; 

50 These' pleased the fathers ctf ppetic yago ; 

The verse aild'sctiilptur© bore an equal part, 

And art reflected imagef^ to art. 
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Oh when shall Britain, conilbious of her claim, 

, Stand emnlons of Greek and Roman fame ? 

In living medals see her wars enrolled. 

And vanquisliQiJ realms supply recording gold ? 

, Hero, rising bold, the pariot’s honest face ; 

Thoi’e warriors frowniihg in historic brass ; 

Then future ages with delight shall sec 
dO How Plato’s, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree ; 

. Or in fair series laurelled *bards be shown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addison. 

The^ii shall thy Oraggs (and let me call him mine) 
On the east ore.^ another Pollio, shine ; 

With aspect open, shall erect his head, 

And round tlie orb in lasting notes bo road * — 

*• Statesman, yet friend to truth ! of soul sincere, 

In action faithful, mid in honour clear ; • 

Who broke no fir^^misiJ, servtfd no private end, 

70 Whor gained no title, and who lost no friend ; 
Knnobled by himself, by |^ill approved, • 

And praised, uqenvied, by the muse he loved.” 

— Pope, 


. 4X111. * 

ON THE DEATH OF ADDISON, 
tn TUK KARL OK >\ARW]rK. 

If, dnnfb too long, the drooping Muse hath stayed, 
And left her debt to Addison unpaid*; 

Blame not he^ silence, Wai'wick, but bemoan,^ 

And judge, oh judge my bosom by your own. 

What mourner ever felt poetic^'Si'e.s ? 

Slow comes the verse, that real woo inspires ; 

Grief unafFcci^d suits but iy with art, 

Or flowing numbers with^ bleeding heart. 
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Can I forged the dismal night, that gave 
10 My soul’s best part for ever to the grave ! 

How silent did his old companions tread, 

By midnight lamps, the Lon noions of the dead, 
Thro’ breathing statues, then unheeded things, 
Thro* rows of warriors, and thro’ walks of kings ! 
What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire ; 

Tlie pealing organ, and the pausing choir ; 

The duties by the lawn-robed prelate payed; - 
And the last words, that dust to dust conveyed ! 
While speechless o’er thy closing grave ^'e bend, 
20 ' Accept these tears, thca dea^* dej^^artod friend, 

Oh gone for ever, take this long adieu ; 

And sleep in peace, next thy lorod Moiitagn ! 

To strew fresh laurels let the task be mine, 

A frequent pilgi^m, at thy sacred shrine. 

Mine with true sighs tUy absence to b(?moan, 

And grave with faithful epitaphs thy stone. 

If e’er from uio thy loved meirioi ial part, 

May shame afflict this alienated luait ; 

Of thee forgetful if T form a song, " 

30 My lyre be‘’brokeii, and untuned my tongue, 

My grief be doubled, from thy image free, 

And mirth a torment, unchastisod by tbee. 

Oft lot me range the gloomy aisles alone 
' (Sad lii<<ury ! to vulgar minds unknown) 

Along the walls where speaking marbles show 
What worthies form the hallowed mould below ; 
Proud uamef', who once the reins of empire held ; 
In arms who triumphed, or in arts excelled ; 

Chiefs, graced wjth scars, and prodigal of blood ; 
40 Stern patriots, whe- for sacred freedom stood ; 



SECT, h] ON THE DEATH OV ADDISOi. * 17 


J ust mou, by whom impavth#! laws wore given ; * 
And saints, who taught, and led, the way to heaven. 
Ne’er to those chambers, where the mighty rest, 
Since their foundation, came a nobler guest, 

Nor e’er was to the bowers of bliss conveyed 
A, fairer spirit, or more welcome shade. 

In wlfat now region, to the just assigned. 

What now employments please th’ unl>odied mind r’ 
A winged Virtue, thronjrh th’ etbereHl sky, 
f'jO From world to w'orld nn^eariod does Jio fly ? 

, carious tlie long laborious maze • 

Of heaven’s decrees, where wondering angels gaze ? 
•Docs he tftlight to a bold Seraph toll 
How Micliael battled, and the Dragon fofl ? 

Or, mixed witli milder Cherubim, to glow 
In hymns of lov<\ not ill essayed below; H 
Or dost thou jjoor Uit)rtsils left behind, 

A task ^vell suited to thy gentlo mind H 
Oil, if sometimes thy sjiotless form descend, 
ho To mo ihy uic^, tliou guardian Genius, lend I 
• Whcnnngu misguides mo, or when •fear alarms, 
When fjain distresses, or when pleasure charms, 
lu silent whisporhig purer thou^ghts impart, 

And tuim from ill a fiuil and feeble heart ; 

LefMl through the paths thy virtue trodo before, 

* Till bliss sliall /oin, nor death can part us more. 

That awful form (which, so ye heavens decree, 
Must still be loved and still deplored by »iej 
Tu nightly t'isions seldom fails to rise, 

70 Or, roused by fancy, meets «>ij*vaking eye.s. 

If buaiuess caljs, or crowded courts invite, 

Tb ’ ux blemished statosixiaii seems to strike my sight ; 
[f in the stage L seek to isfootUe my care, 

, I meet hi.s soul, \Vlncii Ijieathea in Cato there ; ^ 
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If pensive to ilisi rural shades I rove, 

His shape overtakes mo in the lonely grove ; 

’Twas there of Just and Good be roasoned atrong, 
Cleared some groat truth, or raised some serious song; 
There patient showed us the wise course to steer, ^ 
80 A candid censor, and a friend severe : 

There taught us how to live ; and (dh ! too high 
The price for knowledge) taught us how to die.* 

---TicJcell 

XIV. 

IMITATION OF IIOUtVCE. SdTIHE II, 

Fve often wished that 1 had cJeai* ^ 

• {.'W life six hand rod pounds ityofK'', 

A Jiaudsomo house to Jodgo a friend, 

A river at my garden^s end, 

A terrace* walk, and half, a rood 
Of laud, set out to plant a'woed. 

Well, now 1 have all tifiis and more, 

I ask not to increase my store ; 

But hero a grievance seems to lie, 

10 All this is miiiu but till 1 die ; , 

I can’t but think ’twouid sound more clever, 

To me and to my heirs foi; ever,^- 

If 1 ne’er got or lost a groat 

By any trick or any fault ; ^ 

And if I pray by reason’s ruJos, 

And not like forty other fools, 

. As thus, ^"Vouchsafe, oh gracious Maker, 

To grant me' this and t’other aero ; 

Or if it be thy^ will and pleasure, 

20 Direct my plohgli t . find a treasure I’ 

But on ly-' what my station fits,** » 

And to be kept i ft yiy right wits; 

* There ui'd32 Im^^b more. 
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Proservo, Almighty Providence I 
Just what you gave mo, competence, 

Aud lot mo ill these shades compose 
Something iiiVorso ua true as prose. — Swift. 


• XV. 

3 

ON TITB PUOfiPECT OFPL-VNTING ARTS AND LEARNING TN AMEEIOA. 
The Muse, disgusted at up age and clime 
Barren of every glorious therne, 

Tn di.stant lands now waits a better time. 

‘Producing subjc(*t,s worthy fame. 

[n happy \vhfA*e from the genial sun 

And virgin earth such scones ensue, ♦ 

The fo)‘(*e of art by nature seems outdone, 

8 And faru'ied heaiitiet^ by iho Irue. 

In happy clinn^^tfie^soat <:*' infiooence, 

When? nature guides, and virtue rules, 

Where mem shall not imj»ose for truth and sense 
The pedantry of courts and schools ; 

’There si Mil I lie snug another 0 olden *age. 

The rise of empire and of arts, 

The good and greal inspiring epic rage, 

16 The wisest heads and nolilesf hearts; 

Not hiich as Europe breeds in her decay ; 

Such As she brerf when fresh and young, 

When heavenly flame did animate Ijper clay, * 

By futpre poets shall be sung. , * , 

Westward the course of empire takes its way ; 

The first four acts already patf*. ' 

A fifth %hall clo$e the drama with thp day; 

24 Ti mo^s‘noble^t offspring is thfjfisr. — Berkeley, 
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aECTION II (1726-1744). 

r 

XVT. 

A SNOW SCKNK. , 

Thk keonor tempests come; and fuming dmi 
Prom all tlie livid east, or piei*cing north, 

Thick clouds ascend — in whoso capacious womb 
A vapoury deluge lies, to snow congealed. 

Heavy they roll their fleecy world along p ' 

, ^nd the sky saddens wjth tlw' ga^iered storm. 
Through the hushed air the whitening '.shower 
descends, , 

At first thill wavering ; till at last the Hakes 
10 Fall'broad, atjd wide, and, fast, dimming the day 
With a contiiVual flow. *^T1 k* clierishod fields 
Put on their winter-robe of purest s/hite. 

*Tis b'rightness all,*3ave where the new snow melts 
Along the mazy current. Jiow the woods , 

Bow their hoar head ; and, ©re the janguid sVin 
Faint from the west emits liis evening ray. 

Earth’s universal face, deep-hid’ and chilly 
Is one wild dazzling waste, that buries wide 
The works of man. Drooping, the labdurer-of 
20 Stands covered o’er with snow, and thlm demands 
* The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven, 

*. Turned by the cruel season, crowd around 
Tho winnowing store, and claim the little boon 
Which ProVif^^rio,^ assigns them. One alone, 

Tho redbreast, sacred to the jbonsehold gods, 

Wisely regavdfal of the embroife ug sky, 

In joyless fields and^ thorny thickets leaves 
His shivering mates, and 'pays to trusted man * 
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Hib annnal visit. Half-ufraiS, he first 
<30 Against the window beats ; then, brisks alights 
• On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o’er the floor, 
Eyes all the smiling family askance, 

^ And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is — 
Till, more familiar gi*own, the table-crumbs 
Attmct his slender feet. The foodless wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare, 
Though timorous of hearli, and hard beset 
By death in various forms, dark snares, and dogs, 
’And more nnpitying men, the gardep seeks, 

40 Urged on J>y ess* want. The bleating k^nd 

ftye the black heaven, and next the glistenipg earth, 
With looks of dumb despair ; then, sad dispersed, 
Dig for the withered herb through heaps of snow. 

• — Thomfihn'ft Wh}fpr. 

XVTl. •’ 

r,HONOAll HILL. 

• ^ 

• SiLKXT hyruph, with curious eye, 

Who, the purple evening, lie 
On, the mountain’s lonely lan, 

Beyond the noise of busy man : 

PaiLrting fair the form of things. 

While the yellow linnet sings ; 

Or the tuneful lughtiiigale 
Gharms the forest with her tale 
Come, with all thy various hues, 

10 Come, and aid thy sister mu^>at • 

Now, w*hile Photbus, riding high, 

Gives I’^istre .^o the land and £iky ! 

Groiigar Blill invites my"* song, 

Draw the landscape "bright and strong ; 
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Grongar, in whose mossy cells, 

Sweetly mnsing, Qaiet dwells ; 

Qroiigar, in whose silent shade, 

For the modest Muses made ; • 

So oft I have, the evening still, 

20 At the fountain of a rill. 

Sat upon a flowery bed, 

With iriy hand b(3nefi.t]i my head ; 

While strayed my eyes o’er Towy's flood. 

Over mead, and over wood. 

From house to house, from hill to hill, ^ 

* Till contemplation had her filh ^ 

About his checkered sides I wind, 

And leave his brooks and meads behind,' 

And gi'oves, and grottos where I lay, 

30 And vistas shcotiug beams' of day ; 

Wide and wider sprcadfHhe*^vale, 

As chyles on a smooth canal ; 

The mountains ronm'i, unhappy fate^ 

Sooner or later, of all height, 

Withdraw their summits from tlio sifies, 

And lessen as the others rise; 

Still the prospect wider spieads, 

Adds a thousand woods and meads j 
Still it widens, widens , 

40 And sinks the newly risen bill. * 

Now I gain the mountain's brow, 

"Wliat a landscape lies below ! , 

No clouds, no vapours intervene, 

But the gay, -tiVe open scene. 

Does tht face of nature showt ^ 

In all the hner rff Jicavon’s bow ; 

And, swelling to emP^^race, the light, 

Spreads arbnnd beneath ttie sight, 



SECT. II.] GRONOAR HILl*. 


Old castles on the cliffs ai*>ae, 

50 Pi’ondly towering in the skies ! 

• Rnahiiig from the woods, the spires 

• Seem from hence ascending iii’eu ! 

Half his beanis Apollo sheds 

• On the yellow mountain heads ! 

Gifds the fleeces of the flocks, 

And glitters on the broken rocks ! 

Below me trees un numbered nso, 
peantiful in various dyes ; 

The gloomy pine, the poplar blue. 

00 jThj yellow boecli, the sable yew, 

The slender hat tfiper grows, 

Tho sturd/^oak, with bn>ad-8pread boughs- 
And beyond the purple grove. 

Haunt of Phyllis, queen of love ! 

Gaudy as the opening dawn. 

Lies a long aud k^ve^awn,* 

On which a dark hill, steep and high, 
Holds and charms the ws^ndering eye 
Deep are his feyt in Towj’s flood, 

70 •His sides are clothed with waving wood, 
And ancient towers crown his brow, 

That cast an ’awful'Iook below ; 

Whose ragged walls the ivy creeps, 

And jwith her arms from falling keeps ; 

So bo<^ a safety trom the wind 
On mutual dependence find. 

’Tis now the raven’s bleak abode ; 

’Tis now the apartment of the toad ; 

And there the fox securely fe^ ,• 

80 And thsre the poisonous adder breed*^, 
Concealed inumins, moss, and weeds ; 
While, ever and anon, there fails 
« Huge heaps of hoaiy* mouldered walls. 


23 
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Yet time has seen, that lifts the low, 

And level lays the lofty brow, 

Has seen this broken pile complete, 

Big with the vanity of state ; 

Bnt transient is the smile of tate ! 

A little rule, a little sway, 

90 A sunbeam in a winter’s day, 

Is all the proud and mighty have 
Bctweeti the cradle^ and <hc grave. 

And sec the rivovs, how they run 
Through woods and meads, in shade and sun, 
Somotinif.s swift, sometimes slow, 

AVave succeeding wave, they go ' 

A various journey to the deep, 

Like human life, to endless sleep I 
Thao is nature’s vesture wrought, 
loo To instruct our wandeiiug thought ; 

Thu^* she dresses green and gay. 

To disperse our caivs away. 

Ever, charming, ever new,' 

When will the landscape tiro the view ! 

The fountain’s fall, the nver’s flow, 

The woody valleys, warm and low ; 

The windy summit, wild and high. 

Roughly rushing o. the sky ! 

The pleasant seat, the ruined tower, 

110 The naked rock, the shady bower ; 

The town and village, dome aftd farm, 

Each givc^^Cth r doable charm, 

As pearls upon an /^Ithiop^k arm. - 
See, on iho ipountaiu’s soutlmi sYde, 
Where the prospect opens wide, 

Where the evening gildd the tide, 
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How close and small tho hecfges lie ! 

. WLat streaks of meadows cross the eye ! 

A step, methinks, may pass tho stream, 

120 So little distant dangers seem ; 

• So we mistake tho futnre’s face, 

E}^d through hope’s deluding glass ; 

As yon summits soft and fair, 

Clad in colours of tho aij, ‘ 

•Which to those who jourpoy near, 

Barren, brown, and rough ap|iear ; 

St#U we tread the snmo coarse wny,. 

The prosejjt’s st'll a cloudy day. 

* 0 may 1 with myself agree, 

.130 And* never covet what I see ! 

Content, mo with an hnmble shade, 

My passions tjyned, my wishes Jaid ; 

For while our wished wildly roll, 

Wc baniMi quiet from the soul ; < 

, ’Tis thus the busy beat the air, 

And raisers giUiJlicr wealth and care. ^ 
Novv,^even now, my joys run high. 

As on tho mountain turf I lie ; ^ 

While the wanton zephyr sings, 

140 And in the vale perfumes his wings ; 

, Whfie the ■waterj muymnr deep, 

While* the shepherd charms his sheep, 

While the birds nnboiinded fly, •* 

And wuth mysic fill the sky ; 

Now, even now, my joys run high. 

Be full, ye courts ; bo grea?*^io will ; 
Search *for Pea& with all your skill f 
Open wide tne lofty door,^ • . 

Seek her on the marble ^oor ; 

^ith lines 120428 cf. Campbell’s Pleasurm of I/bpe, 144. 

• • 4. 
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150 In vain you search, she is not there ; 

In vain you seai’ch the domes of care ! 

Grass and flowers Qniet treads, 

On the meads and mountain Leads, 

Along with Pleasure close allied, 

Ever by each other’s side ; 

And often, by the mnrmtiring rill, 

Hears the thrush, ’vhilo all is still, 

Within the groves of Grongar Hill. 

xvin. 

- THE HARE AND MAN" ERIEXOS. 

Friendship, like love, is but a name, 

On less to one you stint the flame. 

The child whom many fathers share, 

Hath seldom known a father’s care. 
’Tisthns in friendship'; wlio depend 
On *2i5any, rarely find a friend. 

A Hare, who, in‘'a civil way, 

CorapUed with everything, like Gay. 

Was known by all tho bestial train 
10 Who haunt the wood, or, graze the plain. 
Her care was never to offend. 

And every creature was her friend. 

As forth she wc it at early dawn, 

To taste the dew-besprinkled lawn, 

Behind she hears the hunter’s cries, 

And from the deep-mouthed t^undei flies ; 
She starts. §he stops, she pants for breath ; 
She hears -riTe near advance of death ; 

She doubles, to mislead the hound, 

20 And measures 'opck her mazy round ; 

Till, fainting in tbj public way, 

Half dead with fear she gasping lay ; 


Dyer. 
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What ti’ansport in her bosqjn grew, 

When first the Horse appcai*ed in view ! 

‘ ,Let mo,* says she, ‘ your back ascend, 

And owe my safety to a friend. 

You know my* feet betray my flight ; 

Tojricndship every burden^s light.* 

The Horse replied ; ‘ Poor honest Puss, 

JIO It grieves my heart to see thee thus ; 

Be comforted ; relief is ijoar, 

Por all your friends are i» the roar.’ 

She next the stately Bull implored, 

And thus replied the mighty lord : • 

; Since evtry bSast aHve can tell 

That 1 sincerely wish you well, • 

I nuiy, without olfonce, pretend 
To take the freedon^ of a friend. 

Love calls me henSo ; a favourite cow 
40 Expects ^me near you bai'lcy-mow ; 

And when a lady’s in the case, 

• Yon know, all otlicr things give place. 

. To leave you tlius might seom unkind ; 

But sccf the Goat is just behind.’ 

The Goat.remankod her pulsui was high, 

Her languid head, her heavy eye ; 

‘ My back,’ says he, ‘ may do you barm ; 

• The §heep’a at iand^ and wool is warm.' 

The Sheep was feeble, and complained 
60 His sides a load of wool sustained* 

Said fio wasfcslow, confessed his Tears, 

For hounds cat sheep as wel^jis^ hares. 

She, now the^ trotting Calf kefflressed, 

To sa *'0 frojn. death a friend distre^ed. 

‘ Shall I,’ says he, * of teiidler'age, 

. In this importan^foare Engage ? ^ 
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Older and ablevi passed yoa by ; 

How strong are those, how weak am 1 ! 
Should 1 presume to boar you hence, 

00 Those friends of mine may tali;e o£Pence. 
Excuse me, then. Yon know my heart ; 
But dearest friends, alas ! must part. 
How shall we all lament ! — Adieu, 

For sec, the hounds are just in view !’ 


XIX, , . 

FROM THE ESSAY ON MAN * 

Heaven from all creatures hides the book' of fate, 
All but the page prescribed, their present state ; 
From brutes what men, from men what spirits know ; 
Or who could suffer being here below ? 

The lamb thy riot dooms to hleed to-day, 

Had he thy reason, would ho skip and play ? 
Pleased to the last, he crops the flowery food, 

And licks the hand just raised, to shed his blood. 

Oh blindness to the future ! kindly given, 

10 That each may fill the circle marked' by Heaven, 
Who sees with equal eye, as God of all, 

A hero perish, or a sparrow fall ; 

Atoms or systems into ruin hurled. 

And now a bubble burst, and now a world. 

Hope humbly then ; with trembling pinions soar : 
Wait the gr,eat teacher death, and God adore. 
Whatfnture bliss, he gives not thee to know, 

But gives tha^^Iiope to be thy blessing now. 

Hope springs eternal in the human bieast ; 

20 Man never is, bi?t always to be tlest. ’ 

The soul, uneasy, and confined from home, 

. Rests and expatiates in a \ife to come. 
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Jjo the poor Indian ! whose uutatored mind 
, Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind ; 
Mis soul, proud science never taught to stray 
Far as the solar walk, or milky way ; 

• Yet simple nature to his hope has given, 

Behind tjie cloiid-topt hill, an humbler heaven ; 
Some safer world in depth of woods embraced, 

30 Some happier island in tjjfe watery waste, 

IVhere slaves once more their native land behold, 
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold. 
Tojbe, contents his natural desire, . 

He asks angel’s wing, no seraph’s fire; 

But thinks admitted to that equal sky, , 

His faithful dog shall bear him company. 

Go, wiser thou ! and, in thy scale of sense, 
Weigh thy opipioin against J?rovidenco ; 

Call iiuperfcotiolf wMt thou fanciest such, 

40 Say, HeA) he gives too little, there to^ juiich ; 
Destroy all creatures for*thy sport or gust, 
yotcry,^if man*l3 unhappy, God’s nniust ; 

If man a^lone engross not Heaven's high care, 
Alone made perfect here, immorfal there ; 

Snatch from his hand the balance and the i'od,« 
Rejudge his justice, be the God of God. 

, In pfide, in reasojning, pride, our error lies ; 

All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies.^ 
Pride still is aiming at the blest abeTdes, 

50 Men would angels, angels woitld be Gods. • 
Aspiring to be Gods, if angels fell, 

Aspiring to bo angels, men refic)^ 

And wtfo but^w&hes to invert the laws 
Of order, sins against th^ Sternal Cause 


— Epistle 7. 
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Honour and &ame from no condition rise ; 

Acti well your part, there all the honour lies. 
Fortune in men has some small dilforence made, 
One flaunts in rags, one flutter^ in brocade ; 

The cobbler aproned, and the parson gowned, 

00 The friar hooded, and the monarch crowned. 

‘ Wliat differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl ?’ 
T*il tell yon, frioud ! a wise man and a fool. 

You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk, 

Or, cobblcr-liko, the parson will bo drunk, 

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow, 
The vest is all but leather or prunella. 

Stuck o’er with titles, and hung round witlk^triugs, 
Thai thou may’st bo by kings, or whores of kings ; 
Boast tho pure blood of an illustrious race, 

70 In quiet flow from Lucrcco to Luercce ; 

But by your father’s worth jf yours you rate, 

Count me those only who were gooid and great. 

Go 1 if 3 ’^our ancient, but ignoble blood 

Has crept through scoundrel'^ ever since the flood, 

Go ! and pretend your family is young, 

Nor own your fathers liavc been fodis so long. 

What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards ? 
Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards. 

Look next on greatness; say where greatness lies, 
80 Where, but among the heroes and the wise ? 

Heroes vire much the same, tho point’s agreed, 
From Maepdonia’s madman to tlieSwcdo; 

The whole strange purpose of^licir lives to find, 
Or make, ai? ^’-^loniy of all mankind ! 

Not one looks backward, onward stUl he goes, 

Yet ne’er lookft forward further than his nose. 

No less alike the politic and wise ; 

All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes ; 
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Men in their loose unguardecl hoars they take, 

•90 Not that themselves are wise, but others weak. 

J3ut grant that those can conquer, these can cheat ; 
*Tis plirase sibsnrd to call a villain great; 

• Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave, 

Is*but tbc more a fool, the more a knave. 

Who noble ends by noble moans obtains, 

Or failing, ^iriiles in exi](p oV in chains, 

•Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 
Like Socrates, that man is great indeed. 

•What*a frme, a fancied life in ot^Jer^s breath, 

100 A thing beyond us, -iv*n before our death. • • 

Just what you hear, yon have, and what’s .unknown 
Tlnfsamo (my lord) if Tally’s, or yoxiv own. 

All tliat wo fcol of it begins and ends 
In the small evirejf of our fpes or fvi(*nfrs ; 

To.all beside asViucIi an empty shade, 

An Eugene living, as a Ca)sar dead 

Alike or when, or wher^5, they shone, or shine, 

Or on ,tho Ruflicon, or on the Rbin^. 

A wit’s^a feather, and a chief a rod ; 

110 An honest ipan’s the noblest wprk of God. 

Pfl-nio but from death a villain’s name can save. 

As justice tears his body from the g]*ave ; 

. Wlfen what t’ ojblivipn bettej* were resigned, 

Is hung on high, to poison half mankind. 

All fame is foreign, but of true dfisert ; 

Plays»roun(^ the head, but comoS not to tfio heart ; 
One self -approving hour whole j'cai'S outweighs 
Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas ; 

And more joy Marcellas exiled* feels, 

120 Than Csesar with a senal^ At his heels 

Know then this trntt (enongh for man to know) 

‘ Virtue alone is happiness beloy.’ • • 
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The only point Vhero human bliss stands still, 

And tastes the good without the fall to ill ; 

Where only merit constant pay receives, 

Is blest in what it takes, and .vhat it gives ; 

The joy unequalled if its end it gain, 

And if it lose, attended with no pain ; 

Without satiety, though e*er so blessed, 

130 And but more relished as the more distressed ; 

The broadest mirth unfeeling Folly wears, 

Less pleasing far than Virtuo!s very tears; 

Good, from each object, from each place ‘acquired, 
For ever exercised, yet never tired ; 

Never elated, while one man’s oppressed ; 

Never dejected, while another’s blessed 
And where no wants, no wishes can remain, 

Since but to wish more virtue, is to gain. — Pope. 

' “ --EphfJo. IV, 


1£X. 


FROM VlRJlFtES ON THK DT.JTJt OF T>v, Sir f FT f 

Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
Had too much satire in his vein ; 

And seemed determined not to starve it. 
Because no ago could more deserve it. 

Yet malice never waft his aim ; 

He lashed the vice, but spai-ed the name ; 
No iudiv.idual could resent, 

Where thousands equally were meant ; 

His satire points at no defect, * 

10 But what all S}>K)rtals may correct'; 


* The moat complete, concise, and lofty expression of moral 
temper existing in English w'irds. — Ruskin. 

t Written by Swift in 1731 j published surrepfciously and imper- 
fectly (202 linos) in 1733, pnblisbed’iL 1739 (376 lines) ; and pnb. 
liflhed oy Swift in Dublin 1739 (646 lines). 
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For he abhorred that senselc&H tribe 
, Who call it humour wheu they gibe ; 

Ho spared a hump, or crooked nose, 

Whose owners^set not up for beaux. 

True genuine dulness moved his |)ity, 

Unless it offered to be witty. 

Those wflb their ignorance confest, 

He ne’er offended with a jes,t ; 

But laughed to hear an idiot quote 

20 A verso from Horace Icariled by rote 

He gave the little wealth ho had 
To^uild a house for fools and mad ;• 

And show(!ll by one sdtiric touch, 

No nation wanted it so much. . 

XXI. 

P0PB,0& ADDISON. • 

• # 

Peace to all sucb! but were there one whoso tiros 
True gerAus kindles, and fair fame iuqj>ires ; 

Blest with each talent a»d each art to please, 

And born to wfite, converse, and live with case ; 

* Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Boar, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyos,^ 
And hate for arts that caused himself to rise ; 
Danm with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

10 And, >Srithout sneering, teach the rest to sneer ; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid strike, • 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; • 

Alike reserved to blame, or to commend, 

A timorous foe, and a suspici./€ig» friend ; 
Dreading e’en fools, by flatterei^esmged, 

And 8(5 obliging, that ho ne’pr^ obliged ; 

Like Cato, give his little Senate laws, 
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And sit attentive to his own applanse ; 

While wits and Templars every sentence raise, 

20 And wonder with a foolish face of praise. 

Who bat must laugh, if such a man there be ? 

Who would not weep, if AtttJins were ho ? 

— Prolog to t^ho Satires, 

XXII. 

FROM TSJB SPLEEN. 

To cure the mind’s wrong bias, Spleen, 

Some recommend the bowling-green ; 

Some, hilly walks ; all, exercise ; 

^Fling but a stone, the giant dies, 

Laugh and be well. Moukeys have been ‘ 
Extreme good doctors for the Spleen ; 

And kitten, if the humour hit, 

Has' harlequiued away tn^ fit. 

Forced by soft violence of prayer, 

10 The blithesome goddess soothes iny* care, 

I feel the deity inspire, 

And thus she models my desi’^e : — 

Two hundred pounds half-yearly paid, 

Annuity securely made, ' 

A farm some twenty miles from’ town, 

Small, tight, salubrioas, and my own ; 

Two maids, that never saw the town, * 

A serving-man not quite a down, 

• A boy to help to tread the mow, 

20 Aud drive, while t’other holds the plough ; 

A chief, of temper formed to pl'ease, 

Fit to converfivi, and keep the keys ; 

And bettei^ to preserve the p-cace, 

Commissioned by the name of t iece f 
With und^standiiigs of a size 
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To think their master very \vise. 

. May heaven (it’s all I wish for) send 
One genial room to treat a friend, 

» Where decent cup-board, little plate, 

•30 Display benevolence, not state. 

And may* my humble dwelling stand 
Upon some chosen spot of land, 

A pond before, full to t^e brim, 

•Where cows may cool, and geese may swim ; 
Behind, a green like velvet neat, ^ 

Stfft to the uye, and to the feet ; 

Where od^rouff plants in evening fair 
breathe all around ambrosial air ; 

From Earns, foe to kitchen ground, 

40 Fenced by a slope wtith bushes crownec^ 

Fit dwelling fer tfie foathe/ed throng. 

Who pay their quit-rents with a song ; 

With opening views of hill and dale,*^* 
Which sense and fancy too regale, 

• Where 4;ho half-cirque, which vision •bounds. 
Like anfphithcatre surrounds ; 

And woods ihapervious to the bxteze, 

Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 

From hills through plains in dusk array 

50 Extended far, repel the day 

Thus sheltered, free from care aatl strife, 
May I .enjoy a calm through life* 

See faction, safe in low degree, ^ 

As men at land see stormsiat sed> 

And laugh at nfisorable elves, * 

Not kind, BO much as to themsfelves, 

Cursed with such y\nls •f base alloy, 
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As can possess, ^but not enjoy ; 

Debarred the pleasure to impart 
60 By avarice, sphincter of J the heart ; 

Who wealth, hard earned by fifiiilty cares, 
Bequeath untouched to thankless heirs. 
May I, wilh.look ungloomcd by guile, * 
And wearing Virtue's livery-smile, 

Prone the distressed to relieve, 

And little trespasses forgive, 

With income not in Fortune's power, 

And skill to make a busy hour, ^ 

. ,With trips to town life to aijause, 

70 To purchase books, and bear the nows, 
To see old friends, brush off the clown, 
And quicken taste at coming down, 
Unhhrt by sickqess’ blasting ^rage, 

And slowly mellowing in a^^e, 

Whor. Fate extends its gathering gt^pe, 
Fall off like fruit gYown fully ripe, 

Quit a yp'orn being without piiin. 

Perhaps to blossom soon again , , . . 

Thus, thva I steer my bark, and sail 
80 On even keel with gentle gale ; 

At helm I make my reason sit, 

My crew of passions all submit. 

« If dark ^nd blustering prove some nights, 
Philosophy puts forth her lights ; 
Experience holds the cautious ^lass, 

To shun tlj^^fereaicers, as I pass, 

And fr<?quent throws the w^iry lead, ' 

To see what .dangers may be hid ; * 

And once in seven .years I'm seen 
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90 At Bath or Tunbridge, to caueen. 

Though pleased to see the dolphins play, 
X mind my compass and my way. 

^ With store sufficient for relief, 

And wisely still prepared to reef, 

N(p.' wanting the dispersive bowl 
Of cloudy weather in the soul, 

I make (may heaven propitious send 
Such wind and weather to the end) 
^cither becalmed, nor orer-blown, 

100 , Life’s voyage to the world unknown. 

X^IIT. 

TilUE RICHES. • 

I’m jiot concerned to know 
What to-morrow Fate will do ; 

’Tis enough that J. can say,^ 

IVe possessed myself to-day j 

Then if haply midnight death ^ 

Seize my flcsli, and stopumy breath, • 

Yet to-morrovi I shall be 

Heir to the best part of mo, * 

GlitterAig stones, and golden things, 

10 Wealth and* honours that have flings, 
Ever fluttering to bo gone, 

I cimld never call my own j 
Richds that the \vorl5 bestows, 

She can take, and she can lose ; 

But the treasures that are mine. 

Lie afar bej^ond her line. 

When I view my spaciowl soud,^* 

And survey m.'jself a whole, ^ 

And (Tnjoy myself alone, , 

20 I’m a kingdom of mv owh. 


-^Green, * 


— Watts* 



AN ENGUSH ANTHOLOGY. 


[BK. II. 


-1 XXIV. 

ADMIRAL HOSIER'S GHOST. 

Written on the taking of Carthagena from the Spaniards, 1739. 

As near Portobello lying 
On the gently swelling flood, 

At midnight, with streamers flying,* 

Oar triumphant navy rode ; 

There, while Vernon sat all-glorious 
From the Spaniards* late defeat, 

And his crews, with shouts victorious, 

8 Drank success to England’s fleet ; 

, t’ ^ 

‘On a sudden, shrilly sounding, 

Hideous yells and shrieks were hoard ; 

Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A sad troop of ghosts appeared ; 

All in dreary hammocks shrouded, 

Which for winding-sheets they wore. 

And, with looks by soitow clouded, 

16 Frowning on that hostile sjiore. 

On them gleamed tho moon’s wan lustre, 

When the shade of Hosier* brave* 

His pale banlls was seen to muster, 

Rising from &heir watery grave ; 

O’er the glimmen g wave he hied him, ' 

Where the Burford reareci her sail, ’ 

' With three thousand ghosts beside him, 

24 ^ 'And in groans did Vernon hail : — 

i 

“ Heed, oh heed our fatal story ! 

I am Hop^T*s ii|j&rcd ghost ; 

* In 1726 Admiral Hosier was sent with'a s^.rong jpeet to the West 
Indies to block up the Spanish teasels there ; ^wing to his restricted 
orders he had to lie inactive, anW, instead of fighting the enemy, most of 
hia men died of disease and he hiosuself pi a br^en heart. 
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You, who now have purchtisecl glory 
At this place whore I was lost ; 

Though in Porfcohollo*s rain 
* You now triumph free from fears, 

When you think on my undoing, 

32 You will mix your joys with tears* 

See these mournful spectres sweeping 
Ghastly o’er this kated#wavo. 

Whose wail cheeks are stained with weeping ; 

These were English captains brave. 

Mafrk those numbers, pale and horrid, 

Who wetfe onf^e my*sailor8 bold ; 

Lo 1 each liangs his drooping forehead, 

40 While his dismal tale is told. 

I, by twenty sail attended, • 

Did til is SpaJli^h to^wn affright ; 

Nothing Jhen its wealth defended. 

But my orders — not to*tight ! 

Oh ! that in thi^ rolling ocean 
. 1 had cast them with disdain, * 

And obeyed ray heart’s warm motion, 

48 To have (luellcd the pride of Spain ! 

For resistance I could fear none ; 

But 'with twenty ships had done 
■ What thou, brave»and liappy Vernon, 

Hast achieved with six alone. 

Then the Bastimentos never 
Had our fovll dishonour seen, 

Nor the seas the sad recei^j^* • ^ 

56 Of this gallant* train had been. 

Thus, like theto, proud Spain dismaying, 

And her galleons leadix^*home, 
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Though condemned for disobeying, 

I had met a traitor’s doom ; 

To have fallen, my country crying, 

‘ He has played an English p>,rt,* 

Had been bettor far than dying 
64 Of a grieved and broken heart. 

Unrepining at thy glory, 

Thy successful arms we hail ; 

But remember our Sad story, 

And lot Hosier’s wrongs prevail. 

Sent in this foul clime to languish, 
Think what thonaancls fell in viiin, 
Wasted with disease and anguish, 

72 Not in glorious battle slain. 

Hence with all my train ^.tteEding, 
From their oozy tombs below, 
Through the hoary foam ascending; 

Here I feed ray constant woe. 

Hero the Bastimentos viewing, 

We recall our shameful doom, , 
And, our plaintive cries renewing, 

80 Wander through the midnight gloom. 

O’er these waves .or ever mourning 
Shall we roam, deprived *of rest, * 

If, to Britain’s shores returning, 

' Yon neglect my just request; 

After this proud foe subduing,' 

When pa^i^^t friends you see, 
Think pn vengeance for my ruin, 

88 And for England— shamed iSi me.” 


Glover, 
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XXV. 

RULE BRITANNIA. 

[ When Britain first, at Heaven's command, 

Arose fronf out the azure main. 

This was the charter of her land, 

*And guardian angels sung the strain : — 

Rule Britannia ! Britannia rules the waves * 

Britons never shall Jbo slaves ! 

The nations not so blcst^as thee 
ft Must in their turn to tyrants fall ; 

Whilst thou s^ult flourish, groat add free, 

10 • The dread and envy of them all. 

» 

StiH more majestic ahalt thou rise, 

More dreadful from each foreign stroke ; 

As the loud bjaat*tliat toarji the skies 
Serves but t(?roof thy native oak. 

Thee haughty tyrants uje'or shall tame ; 

All their attempts to bend thee down 
• Will but arouse thy generous flame; 

And»work their woe and thy renown. 

To thee belongs the rural reign ; 

20 Thy cities shall with commerce shine ; 

Albthine shall be the subject main, 

Aud every shbre it circles thine ! 

The Muses, still with Freedom foand, 

Shall to tj^y happy coast repair ; 

Blest Isle, with matchljoes beau^ crowned, 

A*nd manly hearts to gyar<f w'e fair : — 

Bale Britannia !' Britannia rules the waves! 

Britons never shall po^slaves I 

, I —ThamsmCs Alfred, 

• * Q 
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ENTHUSIASM. 

What is enthusiasm ? What can it be 

* 

But thought enkindled to a high, degree ; 

That may, whatever be its ruling turn, 

Right or not right, with equal ardoui* burn ? 

That which concerns us, therefore, is to see 
What species of enthusiasts we be ; 

On what rnatovials the fiery .source 
Of thinking life shall execute its force; 

Whether a man shall stir up love or hate, 

10 ‘ B^om the mixed medinuf of this present state ; 
Shall choose with upright heart and mind to rise, 
And reconnoitre heaven’s primeval skies ; 

Or do,wn to lust and rapiro to descend, 

Brute for a time and demon at "its end. 

When true religion kindles up the fire 
Who can condemn the vigorous desire, 

That barns to reach the end for which ’twas given, 
To shine and sparkle in its native heaven ? — Bijrom, 

V XXVII. ^ 

GRASF YOUR NETTLE. 

Tender-handed stro.ve a nettle, 

And it stings you for your pains ; 

Grasp it like a man of mettle, 

And it soft* as silk remains. 

*Tis the same with common natures, 

Use them^jfeindly^Tney rebel ; 

But be rough as niitmeg-grateS’s* , 

And the rogues‘o,boy you well. ^ 

Ferjcfi written on^*i Wiqidow in Scotland, — Sill, 
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XXVIIl. • 

FREEDOM AT AN INN.* 

^jTo thee, fair Freedom, I retire 

■* From flattery, cards, and dice, and din ; 

Nor art thou found in mansions higher 
^ban the low cot or humblo iun. » 

*Tis hero with bouudless power T reign, 

And every beaUh which begin 
pon verts dull port to dry champagne ; 

8 Such freedom crowns it at an inn. 

•1 fiy from pomp, 1 fly from plate, , 

[ fly fryn faisehoo|i*8 specious grin ; 
l^rcodoni J love, and form I hate, 

Aiid clioose my lodgings at an inn. 

Here, waiter ! take jaxy sordid ore, 

Which laokays Also mighA hope to win ; 

It ljuys what coitrta fiavo not in store, 

1 (> It buj^ me freedom at an inn. • ^ 

• Whoe’er has travelled life’s dull round, 

. ' Where’er his slages may have been, 

May sigh to think he still has found 
The w'arracst wcdcorae at an iiin ! 

xxtx. 

FROM THE SCJIOOL-MISTSESSi 
i In LhUa^ion of Spenser, 

Ah me ! full sorely is ray heart (forlorn, • 

To think how modest worth neglected lies? , 

While *j>artisfl fame do^ with her blasts adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pif^Aan(>jfDmp disguise ; 
Deeds ef ill sorg {ind misomovous eiQprize ; 

Lend ihe thy clarion, goddess !. let me try 

# Written at an inn at Henjer, V4l. f Out of 35 stanzas. 

m ^ * " * i 
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To sound the pfaise of merit, ere ifc dies 
Such as I oft have chanced to spy, 

9 Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscurity.* [ 

In every village mai^ked v/iih little spire, 
Embowered in trees and hardly known to fame, * 
There dwells in lowly shed, and me^n attire, 

A matron old, whom we school-mistress name; 

Who boasts unruly Jjrats with birch to tame ; 

They grieven sore, jn piteous durance pent, • 

^Awed by the power of this relentless damo ; 

And oft-]bimes, on vagaries idly bent, i 
18. ^ov unkempt hair, or tagk unoonneyj, are sorely shont. 

^And all in sight doth rise a birchen tree, 

Which Learning near her little dome did stowe ; 
Whilom a twig of small.regard to see, 

Though now so Wide its waving branches How, 

And work the simple vassafs mickle woo ; 

For npic a wind might curl the leaves that blew. 
But their limbs shuddered, and their pulse beat lovT, 
And as they looked they found their .horror grew, 
27 And shaped it into rods, and tingled#at the view. 

So have I’seeri (who has not may concqive) 

A lifeless phantom near a garden placed ; 

So doth it wanton birds of peace bereav*^, 

Of sport, of song, of pleasui^e, or repast ; 

' They starj>, they stare, they wheel, they look aghast, - 
, Sad servitude 1 such comfortless annoy 
May no bold Briton’s ^iper age b’er taste ! 

No superstijijan clfe ’his dance of joy, 

. ;*) No visi 9 n empty, wain, his .native bliss destroy. 

Near to this do^ie is found a |)atch so green, 

On which the tribe /.heiy gambols do display j 
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And afc the door imprisoning^board is seen, 

. Lest weakly wights of smaller size should stray ; 
^Eagcr, perdie, to bask in sunny day. 

* The noises in^,t‘i*mixcd, which thence resound, 

Do Learning’s little tenement betray; 

Where sits the dame, disguised in look profound, 
45 And eyes ter fairy throng, and turns her wheel around. 

Her cap far whiter th^i the driven snow, 
Mmblem right meet of decency does yield ; 

Hci* apron dyed in grain, as blue, I trovve, 

*A.f is the harebell that adorns the lipid, 

And in lic-if haild, forjsceptre, she does wield • 
I'way birchen sprays ; with anxious fear entwined, 
With dark distrust, and sad repentance filled ; 
And stedfast hate, ajid sharp aflliction joined, 

54 And fury an control led, and cjhastisement unkind. 

In elbow-chair (like that of Scottish stern. 

By the sharp tooth of ca^pkering eld defaced, 

In which, whoij he receives his diadem, 

• Our sovereign prince and liefest liegb is placed,; 
The matron sate; and some with rank she graced, 
(The source of children’s and oP courtier’s pride !) 
Redresssd affronts, for vile affronts there passed ; 
And.warned them not the fretful to deride, 

1)3* But Icwe each other dear, whatever them betide. 

Right well she knew each tempo#* to descry* ; 

To th\vart the proud, and the submiss to r^is* ; 

Some with vile coppet\gri«e exalt on high, 

And some entice with piti[!.|^coV^;^ll of praise ; 

And otlrcr sevrAft with baleful sprig ske ’frays, 

Ev’n atsent,*she the reins j>f*power doth hold, 

While with quaint lifts giddy crowd she swaye ; 
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Forewarned, i£ little bird their pranks behold, 

72 ’Twill whisper in her ear, and all the scene anfolji. 

Lo now with state she utters her comrnaiivl J * 
Eftsoons the urchins to their ^asks repair; 

Their books of stature small they take in hand, ‘ 
Which with pellucid horn secured^ are, * 

To save from finger wet the letters fair j 
The work so gay, that on their back is seen, 

JSt. George’s high acbievomcnls does declare; 

On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 

81 'Kens the forthcoming rod,-*nnpleasi ng sigkt, 1 ween ! 

' ' Ah luckless he, aud*born 5eiietft;h the be^m 
Of evil star I it irks me whilst I write ! 

As erst the bard by Mu Ha’s silver stream, 

Oftj^as ho told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sighed as ho sung, and did in tears indite. 

For brandishing the rod, she doth begin- 
To lo^ose the breoks, the stripling’s late delight ! 
And down they drop ; appears his dainty skin, 

90 Fair as.thc furry coat of whitest en»ilin. 

0 ruthful scene ! when from a no6k obscure, 

His little si.^or doth his peril see ; 

All playful as shi' sate, she grows demure ; 

She finds full soon I’er wonted spirits fite; 

She meditates a prayer to set him fre6 ; 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 

, (‘If gentle pardon could with diitnos agree) 

To her sad grief t^iat swells in either eye, 

99 And wrin^^her all for pity she oould die. 

No longer can she now heft* shrieks command ; 
And hardly siie f^pirhears, through awful fear, 

To rushen forth, ai^d, with presumptuous band^ 
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• To stay harsh justice in itff mi<? career. 

, On thee she calls, on thee her parent dear ! 

. ! too remote to ward the shameful blow !) 

rt'he secs no lcii\^ domestic visage near, 

• And soon a flood of tears begins to flow ; 

; 108 And»givosji loose at last to unavailing woe. 

But all ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud la^iehts explain ? 

The form uncouth of his disguised face ? 

The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 
'll3o#pleiitooiis shower that does his cjieok distain ? 
When he, wis^, implores the dame, • • 

"No hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to gain ; , 

Or when from high .she levels well her aim, 

117 And, thi'ough the thatch, his cries each falling 
stroke proclijiun.* 

Y‘et,*nnrsed with ?Jldl), what dazzling fruits appear ! 
Ev’n now sagacious foresight points to show 
A little bencli of heedless bishops here, * 

And there* a chancellor in embryo, * 

Or bard srJflimo, if bard may o’ei; bo so, 

As Milton, Shakspero; names that^ie'er shall die! 
Though now he crawl along the ground so low, ’ 
Nor wcMsting how the Muse should soar on high, 

12(> Wishetli.,poor starveling elf ! his paper kite may fly. 

But now Dan Plia'bus gains the mi^ldle sky, • 

And liberty unbars her prisoii-door; * ^ 

And like a ruslfiug torre^^^ out they fly, 

And now the grassy cirqno\'tn covered o’er 
With boisterous ri^el-roiit ana wild uproar ; 

A tho.usaild ways in wanton riggs they run. 

• 1 

* Compare Stanza 15^ of Gjpky’s Elegy. 
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Heaven shield^'their short-lived pastimes, I implore ! 
For well may freedom erst so dearly won 
135 Appear to British elf more gladsome than <ne sun. 

Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy yt?nr sportive trade, , 
And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest flowers ; 
For when my bones in grass-grecn-sods are laid, 
For never may ye taste more careless hours 
In knightly castles or in ladies* bowers- 
O vain to seek delight in earthly thing ! * 

Bat most in courts, where proud ambition towers; 
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace cynj spring 
1 K Beneath the pompous, dome of k(,\sar or of king. 

' — Shenstove, 


XXX. 

r.ONNET ON THE DEATH OF RTOHARD WEST.* 

In vain to me tiie smiling mbrnings shine, 

And reddening Pheohus lifts his golden tire ; 

The birds in vain their amorous descant join ; 

Or cheerful fields resume their green attire ; 
These ears, alas ! for other notes repine ; 

A different object do these eyes t*eqnirc ; 

7 My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ; 

And in my breast the imperfect joys expire. 

Yet morning smiles the busy race to cljeer, 

And new-born pleasure ^brings to happier tnen ; 
i The fields to all their wonted tribute bear ; 

, To warm tboir little loves the birds complain ; 

1 fruitless mourn to him that oannot hear, 

14 And weep th^fpvorc, because I weep in vain. 

i ^ — Gray. 

* Written August l74l, published in Mason's Zfemoirs and Letters 
of Qnvy 1776* , 
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xxxt. 

NTGHT Tn0UGTrT.«<.* 

*fiRED Xature’.^s'.veet rostoiTr. bfilmy Sleep ! 

■ He, like tlic world, liis ivady visit pays 

WJiTjrc Fortune smiles; the wretched licforsakee; 
Swift on his downy pinion flics from woo, 

And lights on lids iinsnllied with a tear. 

• From short fas usnal) and disturbed repose 
T wake ; how ha{»py they who wake no more !| 
Yet^tbat were vain, if dreams infest the grave. 

I wake, cii^rgiutf from a sea of <1 reams ^ , 

10 Thmaltuous; where niy wrecked desponding tliought 
From, wave to wave ot fancied misery 
At random drove, her helm of reason lost 
TJiODgh now restored* ’tis only change of* pain — 

A bitttjr change !-w'Sevcrcr for severe; 

The clay too short for rny distress; an^ Night, 

, E’en in the zi'uitli of her dark domain, • 
ISiSnnshine to tUo colour of ruy fate. 

Niglit,* sable goddess! from her ebon throne, 

In rayloss majesty, now stretches forth 
20 Her.leadeu sceptre o’er a slumbefiug world, 

Silouco how dead ! and darknt»s how profound ! 

• Nor ej*c nor listening ear an object finds ; 

CreatioA sleeps. '’lis as the general pulse 
Of lifo stood still, atid Nature madoiC pause, * 

An awful pause 1 prophetic of heivend. ' , 

And let her pfoplieey b^^sQoti fu Hilled ; 

Fate ! drop the cnrtaiii; i‘ * mi lo^tf no more, 

* — Young. 

* Those are tho opening lines of long didaotio poem 

coDBistiog of niao Books or Nigh% pri^hshod 
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\xxn. 

A PASTORAL HALL AD. 

JifY banks they are fnnii.shcd with bees, 

Whoso murmur invites otio to sloop ; 

My grottos arofibaded with tjo* ^ 

And my liills arc wliiio over with L'heoo, 

T seldom Iiavo mot with a loss, ** 

Snoh healtli do my fountains bestow j 

My fountains, all bordered witli moss, 

8 Wlierc the liarclxdls and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there soon, 

Bnt ^frith tendrils of woodbine is hound ; 

‘ Not a beeches more boAiitifnl gi’eci^i, , 

Bnt a swoetbrini* ontwiiics it around. 

Not my fields in the prime of t]u3 year 
More cliarms tliaii my oairlo unfold ; 

Not a bi’ocdv that is limpid ar. d clear, 

10 Hut it glitters nith fishes of gold. 

One w’ould tliink might like to rcliro 
To th(* bower I have laboured to rc'ar; 

Not a f.lirnb thot 1 heard her admiiv, 

Hut T li:ist.(Ml :i])d planUd it (hiMtt. 

O liow sudih'u tie* jessaniine strove 
With the lilac to render it gav ! 

Already it calls for my love 
24 To prune the w Id luviiicbes away. * 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and groves, 
What'strains of wild melody flow ! 

How the niglit ingales warble V;ieir loves, 

From tldckefs of oscs that blow ! 

And whe* her bright form shall appear, 

Each bird .shall liarmonioiiisly join 

In a concert so®s(j/t and so ck4r, 

32 As — site may not be fond t-o resign. 
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I have found out a gift for fair, 

I bavo found whore the wood-pi gcous breed ; 
lint let me that plunder foibear, 

' She will saj”, ^twaa a batbarourt deed, 

For he ne’er could be ti ue, .she averred, 

JVIjo could rob a poor birtl of Ids young ; 

And J loved her the more when I heard 
40 Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 

£ have heard her with sweetness unfold 
How that i>ity was due to a tlove, 

*That it ever attended Iho bold, 

And sh|j called il tjie sifter of bf>vo. 

Tint her Avords such a pleasure donvey, 

Si» much f her acecnls adore. 

Let her speak, and whaievor she say, 

48 JMothinks I ^iho-ild love h^r iho more* 

• • 

I'aii ii bosom so gontio renmin 

♦ ^ • r> 

IJumovod, Avhen her (^orydon sighs ; 

Will a nymph J:]iat is fond of iho ))lain, 

• Thesi) plains and this valley despwe ? 

Dear regions of silence and shade ! 

Soft scones of odntentmentMi^id ense ! 

Where 1 could ha\c pleasingly stjayed, 

5(> 1 5 aught in hei* absence could jilease. 

But wMici(‘ does biy Phyilida stray ^ 

And whoio arc her grots and luy bowers ?• 

Arc the groves and the valleys «s gay, 

And the slicpherds ^ gentle as ours ? 

The groves may pt'rhaps b« a.s*^i*ir, 

/l.nd* the fat’^cif the valiiys as fiiiQ; 

The swains tuay in inanncrs.eQmpare, 

64 But their love is not ^cqual to mino. — Shrustone* 
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xxxm, 

THE STREAM OF LIFE. 

Is it, that life Ims sown hoi* joys so thick 
We can^t thrust in a single rare between ? 

Ts it, that life has such a swarm of cares 

The thought of dc'atli can't enter for the throng Y 

Is it, that time steals on with downy feet, 

Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 

To day is so like yesterday, it cheats; 
f Wo take the lying suster for the same, 
iuifo glicloH away, Lorenzo, like a brook; 

10^ over changing, nnpercoiv^^d the cliaiige. 

In the same 'brook none evoi* bathed him tvfice, 

To the same life none ever twice awoke.* 

Wo call the brook the same; thfj same wo think 
Oar^life, though still inoiY* rapid in its flow; 

Nor mark the much, irrevotfably lapsed 
And mingled with the sea. Or shall we say 
(Retaining still the brook to bear us on) 

That life is like a vessel on tlve stream ? 

In life embarked wo saioothly down flie tide ’ 

20 Of time descend, but not on time intent, 

Amused, unconscious of the gliiting wave.; 

Till on a sudden we perceive a shock; 

We start, awake, l(»'>k out; what see w(F there ? 
Oar brittle bark is burst on Charon's Bl:A)re. 

‘ \ — Yoiau/s Night Thoughts, K 


V . 
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SECtlOlSr III (1746-1767.) 

• • XXXIV. 

ODE WRITTEN IN THE BEGINNING OF THE YEAR 17«. 

How sleep tlio brave wlK^sink to rest, 

>>y all their country’s wishes blest ! 

Whe!i 81)1-111", with dewy fingers cold, 

*U(d urns to d.eck their hallowed moald, 

8be thero^shall^drefis sweeter sod 
'flian Fancy’s feet have ever tiod. 

]iy fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unseen tbedr dirge is sung ; 

There Honour ponws, a pilgrim gray, * 

To bless the tiiii^thaC w'laps their clay, 

And Freedom shall a while repair, • 

To dwell, H weeping herfiiifc, there ! * — Collins. 

• 

XXXV, 

FjfoM THE CJSTLE OF lyoTfLEECE, • 

0 Mortal man, who livost he^*l)y toil, 

Do not complain of this th\’^ haid estate; 

Thai! like au emmet then mnst ever moil, 

Is a stfd sen ten tie? of an ancient date ; 

And, certes, there is for it reason {^•cat ; • 

For though bometimes it makes tlieo wcepan^ wail, 
And curse fcify star, an^ early drudge and late, 
Withouten that would coma a hyAvier bale, 

0 ^Loc^e life,«i^r,uly passiilns, aniT diseases pale. 

* These are the first fi st.!iu/ss. Tlicro Jiro 77 ‘itanms in Canto I and 79 
in Oantn IT. 
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In lowly dale, i»Asfc by a river’s side, 

With woody hill o’er hill encompassed round, , 

A most enchanting wizard did abide, 

Than whom a liciid more b*U nowhere found. 

It was, 1 ween, a lovely spot oi f.rvonnd ; 

And there a season atweon June and May^ 

Half prankt with spring, wilh summer half em- 
browned, 

A listless climate niade, whore, sooth to say, 

18 ^^0 living wight could work, no cared even for play. 

Was nought around but images of rest; * 

‘ 'Sleep-soothing groves^ and duiet ^ nvns between ; 
And flowery bods that slumbrous influence kosi, 
From poppies breatlied, and beds of plefisant green, 
Where never yet w'as creeping creature seen. 
HeantimcMin numbered glittering sti'(\unlets played, 
And hurled every whore tliuir waters slieou ; 

That, as they bickered througJi tlid’ sunny glade, 

2/ Though restless still* themselves, a lulling murmur 
inad^, * ‘ , 

Joined to tLv prattle of the [)nrling» pills 
W(;ro heardtjAo lowing h'erds along the vale, 

And flocks loml bleating from the distant hills, 

And vacant shepherds ]Jping in flic da^lc ; 

And, now and then, sweet .FI liloniel \i'.ould wail, 

, Or stockdoves plain amid the forest deep, 

That droSvsj rustled to the sighing gale ; 

And still a coil the grasshopper did keep; 

80 ifet all these, squn'^s yblent inclined all to sleep. 

Full \i\ the passifgc of thc,vVlh^^ abovb, ^ 

A sable, si lent,# solemn forest stfood, 

Where nought but shadowy forms was seen to move, 
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As Idlcsse fancied in her drcfi-uiiii" mood ; 

, And up the hills, ou either side, a wood 

. Of blacktMiirit,^ pines, aye wavlnj^ to and fro, 

Sent forth a i^loepy horror through the blood ; 

• And where tliis valley winded out, below, 

• to The murmuring main was lieard, and scarcely heard, 
to ilow. 

A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was, 

Of dreams tluit wave betore the half-shut eye ; 

And of gay castles in iho clouds that pass, 

• tv ever flushing roiuid a summer- sky ; 

’I'hme ekgth(j#ofi. delights, that witchingly ^ 
Ttistila wanton h\\ eel ness through the breast; 

And tlie calm jdeasnres always hovered njgh ; 
lint \vhale\‘r smacked of noyanco or unrest, 
o I- Was far, far olT o’^pglled from this deliciohs nest. 

• • — 


XXWL 
TO A Fr.Y.* 

• Hrsv, 6*uvious, thirsty Fly, 
Hrink with me, afid drink as 1^ 
Freely wi*h*^>me to* my enp, N,, 
Could st thou sip and sip it up : 
Make the most i)f life you may ; 
’ Life i§i short au(J wears away ! 


Loth alike are mine and thine, 

Hastening quick to their decline : — 

Thine’s }i.su^iimer; min© nonnure, 

Though repeated to tTtree;SC(V’e< — 

Three ticore saivnmors, whtyi they‘*i*c gone, 

\Vill isppean' as short as one ! — Ohhjs. 

* This was published iu 1710, auc^ should have come in Sect. IL 
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* XXYVII. 

PROLOGaB SPOKBN RY MR 0 SRRT('!fC, AT THR OPENING OP THU 
THEATRE IN DIUfRY LANK. IN 1747. 

When Lt^arnini^f's triunipb o 'ej ^er bjrbarou« foen 
First reared tln3 stifle, inimortal Slial'sporo rose ; 
Each change of many-colonred life be drew, 
Exhausted worlds, and then imagined now; 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign, 

And panting Time toiled after him in vain ; 

^His powerful strokes presiding Truth impressed, 
And unresisted Passion stormed the? breast 
' Then Jon son came, iustructxid frpm the school, 
10 To please in metliod, and invent by rule ; 

His studious patience and Ja!H>i'ioLis art, ^ 

By regular iipproacdi essa^ ed the heart ; 

Cold approbation gave tho lingering bays, 

For those who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
A mortal born, he met the general doom, 

But left, like Egypt’tl kings, a lasting tomb. 

Tho wits of Charles found easier ways to fame, 
Nor wished for .1 orison’s art, or Shakspere’s flame; 
Themselves thej’’ studied, cs thoy^felt they writ, 

20 Intrigue was plot, obscenity^ was wit. 

Vice always fouini a sympathetic friend ; 

They pleased their h^o, ^.nd did not aim to men/I, 
Yet bards like tlieso aspired to lasting praise, 

And proudly hoped to pimp in future days; 

•^'heir cause was general, their supports^ wore strong, 
Tholr slaves wore >viin;ig and their reign was long; 
Till Shame regaim d tin* post that Sense betrayed, 
And Vir*^^ue callcd'‘'Oidivi(in to her aid. 

Then crubhed by rules, and wehkoned as reflned, 
30 For years the power of Tragedy declined; 
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From bard to bai*d the frigir^ caution crept, 

Till Declamation roared, whilst Passion slept; 

Yet still did Yirtue deign the stage to tread; 

• Philosophy romainod, though Nature fled ; 

, But forced at fengl/h her ancient reign to quit, 

Sh§ saw great Fauatna lay the ghost of Wit ; 
Exnltin^Folly hailed the joyful day, 

And Pantomime and Song cpufirined her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage, 

40 And mark the future i^eriods of tho Stage ? 
^Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore^ 

NcV Bohns, new D’Urfeys, yet remain in store; 
IJerhaps, Tfhcrc*fjear has mved, iuid Hamlets fed, 
On flying cars now sorcerers may ride ; • 

PcrliUps — for who can guess the effects of chance ?— 
Here finnt may box,«or Hahomet may dance. 

Hard is his l#jt, fJhat, hero by fortune placed, 
Must watch tlie ^ild Vicissitudes of taste; 

With evtft’y meteor of caprice must p^ay, 

• 50 And chase the new-blowu bubbles of the da)*. 

^ A*h ! let Censure term our fate qur choice, 

The stage but echoes back tho ^pblic voice ; 

The Drama'fi laws the Dram»5,s j)atrons give, 

Fot' we that live to please, miis^ please to live. . 
Then prompt no more tho follies you decry, 

• As tyrants doom theii; tools of guilt to die ; 

*Tis yours this night to bid the reign commence 
Of rescued Nature and reviving Souse ; * 

To chase the^chavms of soun^ the pomp oPshow, 

60 For useful mirth and salutai^* woe, 

Bid Scenic Virtue form tb^ riSkig^age, 

AivJ Truth (liffise her radihnrc from tho stage. 

* — Johnson, 


B 
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XXXVllf. 

ODE TO EVENING. 

If aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song, 

Lfay hope, chaste Kvo, to sootho thy modest ear, 
Like thy own solemn springs^, 

Thy springs, and dying gales ; , 

O Nymph reserved, while now the brightdiaircd sun 
Sits in yon weatera tent, whose cloudy skirts, 

With bredo* cthoreal wove, 

8' ^ O’erhang his wavy bed ; 

Now air is hushed, save where the weak*oyod bat, 
''With short .shrill shriek, ilits by Si leathern wing, 

* Or where the beetle winds 
His small but sullen horn,t 

As ’oft he rises, midst tiiC; twilight path, 

Against the pilgrim borne in heedless linm; 

Now. teach me, Maid composed, . 

16 To breathe some loftened strain, 

Whose numbers, stealing through ihy darkening vale, 
Iklay not nnseemly with its .stillness suit ; 

As, musing 1 hail 
Thy genia? loved return ! 

For, when thy folding-star arising shows 
His paly circlet, i j his^warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 
21 Who Slept in buds the day, 

And manj a Nymph wdio wreathes her brows with 
sedge, 

And shedS tte fivshcning dt vv, and, lovelier still, 
tCf, Gmy’s Elegy ^ 6* 


*15 raid, boiMcr. * 
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Tlic pensive Pleasures swcoi, 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then let mo rove some wild and heathy scone ; 

'Or find some ruin, midst its dreary dells, 

, Whose walls more awful nod 
. 32 ]\y thy religious gleams. * 

Or, if chill blustering winds, or driving rain, 
Prevent my willing feet,f be mine the hut, 

.That, from the mountain's side, 

V'icws wilds, and sw<‘llmg floods, 

hanilofs l)ro\vn, and dim-discovered spires ; 
And hears ihoir *imple^bo]l ; and marks o’er rJU 
^I’liy dewy fingers di’fwv 
40 Th» gradual dusky veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy Ifi’oat^iiug tresses, meekest Kvo ! 
While Summer 1ove.s to sport 
Beneath* tliy lingering light ; • 

While sallow An|umu tills thy lap with leaves ; 

0r Winter, yelling through the troubl^)as air, 
Affrights thy shrinking train, 

48 And rudely 1’cnds Ihy robes ^ 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rale, 

• Shall irancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 
Thy gtentlost infl^lence <»wn, 

And love thy favourite name ! — CoUlns. 

* Another version of lyics 28 —32 is — ^ ’ ’ • 

'rheii lead, calm Votaress, where some shcety lake 
• Cheers the lone heath, or sojim) liiqp-hallowed hill, 

Or upJand fayc^-vs gray ^ • 

iteflegt its last\jdbl gleam . 

t See II Venseroso^l^H, • 
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♦ sxxrx. 

ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OP ETON COLLEGE. 

Ye distant spires, ye antique towei’S, 

That crown tlie watery glade, 

Whore grateful Science still adores 
Her Henry’s* holy shade ; 

And ye that from tho stately brow* 

Of Windsor’s heights the expanse below 
Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey, 

Whoso turf, whose shade, whose flowers among, 
.Wanders the hoai^y Thames along 
10 His silver-winding way. ♦ 

' ''Ah, happy hills, ah, pleasing sha(?.e ; ^ 

Ah, fields beloved in vain, 

Where once my caroIe.ss childhood straJyed, 

A stranger yet (o pain ! 

I feel tho gales that froih yo blow 
A nioraentary bliss bc3to\^^, 

As waving fresh their gladsome' wing, 

My weary soul they seem to soothe, 

And, jjedolent of joy and ydtith, 

20 To breathe a second spring. 

Say, Fathc^ Thames, foi thou hast seen 
' Full many a sprightly race 
Disporting on thy margent green. 

The paths of ^ leasrre trace ; 

Who foremost now delight to cleave, 

With phant arm, thy glassy wave ? 

' ' The captive linnet which enji-hral ? 

What idle progeny succeed 
To chast* the roiling cii-cle’s speed, 

Or argo tho flying ball ' , 

* King llenrj VI., founder ot* the College* 


30 
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While some, oa earnest bnsii^ss bent, 

Their murmuring labours ply, 

Gainst graver hours that bring constraint 
To sweeten liberty ; 

Some bold ad^eu tailors disdain 
The limits of their little reign, 

And Unknown regions daro descry; 

Still as they run they look ^hind, 

They hoar a voice in evety wind, 

40 * And snatch a fearful goy, 

. Gay hope is theirs by fancy fed, 

*Loss pleasing when possessed ; * 

Jho tear forgot as soon as shed,. 

The sunshine of the breast ; 

Theirs buxom health, of rosy hue ; 

Wild wit, inventioik ever new ; 

And lively cheer, of vigour born ; 

Tlie thoughtless day, the easy night, 

The spirits pure, the sliimbora light* 

• 50 That tly the approach of morn. 

. Alas ! •regardless of their doom, • 

The iittle victims play ! 

No sense have th^ of ills t^^vf^ine, 

*Nor care beyond to-day ; 

Yet see how all around thorn w^ait 
• The piinisters of human fate, 

And black misfortune’s baleful tmin. 

Ah ! show them where in ambasif stand, 

To seize thfir prey, the mujdeious band !* 

60 Ah ! tell them they afe yen \ 

Thes^ shall Uio fury passyns feai^ 

• Th|> vultftrdk hi the mind, • 

Disdainful Anger, palli^Feaf, 
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And Sbamo sknllcH behind ; 

Or pining Love shall waste their youth, 

Or Jealousy, with rankling tooth, 

Tliat inly gnaws the secret heart ; 

And Envy wan, and faded Cnvl^, 

Grim-visagod comfortless Despair, 

And Sorrow’s piercing dart. ‘ 

Ambition this shall fempt to rise, 

Then whirl tho wVctch from high, 

To hitter Scorn a sarcrifico, 

» And grinning Infamy. 

Tiie Sting'S of Falsehood those shall try, 

And hard IJnkindiiess* altered eye.'"* 

•That mocks the tear it forced to flow ; 

And keen Remorse, with blood defiled, * 

And moody Madness langbing wildj^*^ 

Amidst severest woo. 

' i. 

Lo, in tlic vale of years beneath, 

A grisly troop arc seen, 

Tho painful family of Death, , 

More VidcoTis than their queen ; • 

This racks thr; joints, this fires tho veins, 

That every la,J^ ,’n ing sineW strains, 

Those in the deeper vitals rage ; 

Lo, Poverty, to fili the band, 

That mirabs the soul with icy hand ; 

And slow-consuiniiig Age. 

To each hih sufferings; all are men, 

^ Condemne‘d a^iko to groan ; 

The tender for a»,*obher’.s pain, 

The nnfr jliiig for his own. , 



* * And Mpdness laughing in his ?refi\J rtiood^* 

' ^ ^ Dryden’s Palamon and Arcite, 
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Yefc ah ! why should they kSow their fate 
Since Sorrow never comes too late, 

And Happiness too swiftly flies ; 

Thought wouid destroy their paradise, — 

• No more ; where ignorance is bliss, 

100 iTis folly to bo wise. 

XL. 

THE lAWYER’S FAREWSLL TO HIS MUSK.-^ 
*As, by some tyrant’s stern command, 

A wretch forsakes his native land. 

Ilf foreign climes condemned to ronim, 

An endle»-j ex if.', froiu his home; 
f\msi VO he treiids the destined way j 
Au(f dreads to go ; nor dares to stay ; 

Till on some neighbouring mountain’s byow 
He stops, and /nrifti his eyes below ; 

There, molting at tht! well-known view, 

10 Drops a4ast tear, and bids adieu ; • 

So 1, thus doomed from*thee to part ; 

Gay Queen of Fancy and of Art, ^ 
Reluctant move, with doubtful mind, 

Oft stop, and often look belmiJ. 

Companion of my tender agef 
Serenely gay, iiiid sweetly sage, 

, blithesome were we wont to rove, 

13y verdant liill, or shady grove, 

Whore fervent bees with liurnmin^ Voice 
20 Around the honied oak rejoice, • ’ 

And aged elms with awful hind 
In long cathedral walks extent^-* ^ 

Lulled •l)y tli^o*li}>^o of glid'ing floods^ 

, - — 

* Fttbhehediu Dodslcy’s 




— Gmij, 
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Cheered by the ’Warbling of the woods, 

How blest my days, my thoughts how free, 
In sweet society with thee ! 

Then all was joyous, all was young. 

And yoai*8 unheeded rolled along. 

But now the pleasing dream is o'c»\ 

30 These scenes ruuat charm me now no more, 
Jiost to tlie fields, and torn from you. — 
Farewell! A long, a last adieu I 
Me wrangling courts, and stubborn law, 

To smoke, and crowds, and cities draw. 
There selfish faction rnles the day. 

And pride a.nd avarice throng the way ; 
Diseases taint the innrky air, 

And midnight conflagrations glare. 

Loo.se revelry, and riot bold, 

40 In frighted streets their orgit.i hold ; 

Or, where in silence all is drowned, 

Fell piurder walk.s his nightly round ; 

No room for peace, no room for you ; 

Adieu, /celestial Nymph, adieu ! 

Shakespe'jf^ no more, thy sylvan spn, 

Nor all the Addison, 

Pope’s hoavon-strang lyre, nor Waller’s case, 
Nor Milton’s mighty self, must please ; 
Instead of these a formal band, 
oO In furs and coifs, around mo stand ; 

WitJi sounds uncouth and accents dry, 

• That grate the soul of harmony, 

Each pedant s^go unlocks his store 
Of mystic, dart, discordant lore ; 

And paints with tottering^h^nd the ^/ays 
That leadr'ine to the thorny maye. 

There, in a winding close retreat, 
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Is JusLir^o doomed to lix hor seat ; 

• 'J'licre, fenced by bulwarks of tbo law, 

•iJO ^ She keeps tbo woiidei'ing world in awe; 
And thci‘0, frcfin valgai* sight retired, 
Like eastern queens, is more admired, 

<*) Jet 1410 pierce the secret shade 
Where dwells iho venerable maid ! 

I'hei e hninbly mark, with nwerend awe, 
'Rlio gimrdiMn of Britannia’s law ; 

Unfold with joy her suen d ])ago, 

•Tb^ nnitod boast of many an ag<? ; 

Wliei‘0 niijed, ^ uniform, appears 
70 T'lio wisdom of a thonsjind years ;* 

In t]v>t pure spring tho bottom view, 
Clear, deep, and regularly true ; 

And olbcr doclviue^ thcnco imbibe 
Than lurk witl i in» thc»sord id scribe : 
Observe l^ow parts with parts unite 
In one Jiarmonious rule right ; 

B^o countless wheels distinctly tend 
•By variovfs laws to one great end ; 

While mighty Alfred’s piercin^sonl 
80 Pervades and regulates tho wil Jp. 

Then 'wclcomo Imsines.s, welcome strife, 
Wehipme tbo t*arcs, tho thorns of life, 

* The visage wan, Ijio p^livbliiid sight, 

The toil by day, the lamp at night, , 

The tedious forms, tJio .solemn prate, 

Tbe pelt dispsdo, the dull debate, 

The drowsy beneb, the babblilig Igill, 

For theg, fair i^i^^ticc, wdeqnfc ffll !• 
I^hnsftboni^li hiy noon of iifo"b^sJ[ja§sed, 
00 Yet let rny setting sun, at ias*t, * X, 

. Find out tbo still, tire ru«al cell, . X 

9 
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Where sago Retirement loves to dwell ! 
There let mo taste the homefclt bliss 
Of innocence, and inward peace ; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe,. 

Uncursod amid the harpy tribe ; 

No orphan’s cry to wound ray car ! 

JVIy lionor and my conscience clear ! 
Thus may I calmly meet my end, 

100 'J’hns to the grave in peace descend. — 

XLl. 

TilK TASSIONS.’' 

WiiKN Music, heavenly maid, was young 
While yet in early Greece she sung, 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Thronged around her niagic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Possessed beyond the muse’s painting, 

I3y tnrns they felt the glowing mind 
Disturbed, ilelighted, raised,, refined - 
Till onch, His said, when all wore lirtd, 
10 Pilled with l'-*ry, rapt, inspired, r 
Prom the su'^^^porting myrtles round 
They snatched her instrnnicuts of sound 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her fdrcefnl art, 

’ Each, Madness ruled the hour, 

Would prove his own expressive power. 

First Fear his V,and, its skill to 'try, 

Amid thdciuLfils bewildered laid, 

•I ' 

And bapk ho knejvi^j^t whyf 

20 Even tile sound himself liad made. 


[dk. n. 




i Au Udr for Musio* Pefiprmcd at Oidord, 1750, 
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Next Anger rashed ; Iiis e^^eS on fire, 

In lightnings owned his secret stings : 

In one rude clash lie struck the lyre, 

And swopt^wiih harried hand the strings. * 
AVith woefal nieasuros wan Despair — 

•fiOW gallon sounds his griot’begiiilod ; 

A solemn, strange and mingled air, 

*Twas sad by fits, by stai'ts ’tvvas wild 
Unt thou, 0 Tloi'n^ with eyes so fair, 

30 AA^hat was thy delighted jucnsnre ? 

• ^Still it whisf)ei*ed promised pleasure, * 

And bade the lovely act*nes at ilista*nce luiilj 
tStill wonld her ioiich tlic strain prolong, 
i\nd from the rocks, the woods, I he vale, 

She called on Echo still through all the song; 

And, where lier^ sweetest theme she chose, 

A soft responsive* voice was beard at every ol()se ; 
An*d IJojiG eneliauted 8inll(‘d, and Nvavod her golden 
liair. « • 

And longer ha^l she sung ; — but, with a frown, 
lU# * TliiViPfigo impatient rose ; • 

He thr«w his blood-stained swi^/rd in thunder ilown, 
And, with a vvil^iering loor. 

The war-denouncing trumpet took, 

And blew a blast so loud and dread, 

AV(p*e ne^or pi;ophctic sounds so full of woe ’ 

And ever and anon, bo beat ^ ^ 

The doubling drum with furious hcat^; 

And thougli sometimes, each dreary pause betNveen 
Dejected Vitg at Ids side,f ^ , 
f)0 Hei; soul-syljduing voice 

^•Yott still Jelcopt his wiM nitoU.ei'ed mien, 

AVliilo each strained ball of *srght s>e^mod bursting 
, • from his li^Ad. • . 
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Thy iinnihei'si /•hthuf'iif^ to iioiighl were fixed ; 
fcJad proof of thy dir*troMHt'ul stafo ! 

Of dilTering tlujiri^*?* the vcv ring song was mixed ; 
And now it conrted f* )\i\ vow i;a\ iiig vailed on Uato. 
With eyes upraised, as oiio iii'>j[>ircd, 

Palo Moitiitrhnly .sat ivfired, 

And, from her wiht h'Mpicsiored seat, 

CO In notes by distance made niore sweet. 

Poured tlirougli the mellow horn lier peusiVo soul 
And dashing soft from votiks aronud, 
liubbUiig runnels joined the sound ; 

1 hrougli glades and gloo^ms th('iiun;; 4 L*ed inoasnrostolo j 
f)r o'er sonic haunted stream, with fond deJay, 
Hound a holy ealni diffusing, 

Love of peace, and lonely musing, 

Tu hollow murmiir.s died awt^y 

Bat Oh ’ how altered Vas 'its .s]n’ighllier tone, 

70 When CJiccr/Hlnrs.^ a nymph of healthiest line, 

Her bow across Jn»r shoulder flung, 

Her*buskins gemmed willi morning dow, 

Blew an invyiring air, that dale an 1 thicket rung, 
Tlio huiitoj'ri cull, to Faun and Jbyad known ! 
The oak-ci owned sisteis, ami tIii'irc]ia.-»t(‘-eyod((ueen, 
Satyrs and sylvan boys, were seen 

Peeping Crom ^virth they' alleys grpoii j 
, Brown .Exorcise rejoiced to hear ; 

^ And ^port leaped up, and seized his beoclicu spear. 
80 Last came ecstatic t rial 
He, with •nifty* grown advancing, 

PirspTo |i.vely pipe h,i.sthand addressed ; 

But soon he saw the brisk- it \i tokening viol, 

NyLbse swept Entrancing voice he loved the best ; 
''They would haVe thought who heard the strain, 
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They saw in Toinpo’H vale^ier native maids, 

* Amidst the festal sonudiuj^ shades, 

* ^ To some iifi wearied minstrel dancing, 

AVhilo, as l»s dying lingers ki^^sed the strings, » 
VO Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round ; 

‘TjooB(^\vcrc her tresses seen, her zone onhouud; 
And Ito, amidst his frolic play, 

• As if 1)0 would the clianni))^ air icpfi^^ 

• Shook thousjnid odours from his dewy wings. 

0 Music! spiiere-desc^ondcd maid, 
iViend of Pleasure, Wisdom’s aid I 
AVhy, goddess,* why, jLo ns denied, 
tisy^st thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 

As V) that loved Athenian bovver 
1.00 You learned an all-yomuiaiiding power, 

Tliy mimic scjjiil, 0 n^ inpli endeared ! * 

Ca;n well recall ^diat tiicn it heard. 

Wliorc fs thy native simple heart- • 

Devote to Yirtiio, Pandy, Art ? 

Aris€\ as in thUt elder time, 

* * . • 

Warm,^cncrgic, ehasic, sublime ! 

Thy wonders, in Uiat god-li-ko age, 
h^ll tlty record i]ig Si steps pngV ; — 

'Tis said, and F believe the tah% 

110 Tliy humblest reed gould more prevai I 
HadViore of stfougih, diviner rage, 

Than all which charms thi.s laggJwM ago, 

Ekm gill at once together founds- • , 

Cecilia’s mfngled world of /o\iud : — 

0 bid our vain eiidotavoafsfcfe^ifo ^ 
fijeviyo the*jli4t<lesigns o'% Cveecc v 
Return in till thy simple^sfeatw ; 

JDonfirm the tales Jier sous relate ! ^ •—'Collins, 
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‘ XLII. 

ODE ON THE DEATH OF THOMSON. 

In yonder grave a Drnid lies, 

Where slowly winds the stealing wave 
The year’s best sweets shall duteous rise, 

To doek its poet’s sylvan grave. 

In yon deep bed of whispering reeds 
His airy harp shrll now bo laid, 

That he, whose heart in sorrow bleeds, 

8 May love through life the soothing shade. 

The mai‘ls and youths shall linger here, 

And while its sound*'} at distaneL- swell, 

Shall sadly seorn in Pity's car 
To hear the woodland pilgrim’.s knell, 
iitnnernbraueo oft shalThaunt ihe shore, 

When Tliatues in summer wreallis is drest ; 
And oft sus[)end the dasliing oar, 
lb T(iibiil his gcntlOiSpirit vest ■ 

And ofl^ as blase and Ht'altl Tret ire 
To breezy lawn, or forest deej), 

The friend view yon. whitening spire,t 
And ’mid^'Jlie varied landscape weep. 

But thou, wlio own’st that earthly bed, 

Ah! what will ivery dirge avail; 

Or tears, \vhich love and pity shed, 

24* That mourn beneath the gliding sail ? 

Yet lives thenj^pne whose hecdl3ss cyo 

Siiall scorn..! shrine glimmering near ? 

With hirL, slVj#, tabard, ma^ fa,ucy dio; 

And desert the blooming year. “ 

Tbo Tlij)^nos. t BioVniionibCluifjli, Mliore Thomson wfts hui-i<jU. 
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But thou, lorn stream, whiisc^sullon tide 
No scdgc-crowiied sisters now attend, 

, Now waft mo from the gi’ceri hilhsidc, 

32 * Whose col t1« turf hides the buried friend ! 

And see, the fairy valleys fade, 

Bun night has veiled the soloinn view ! 

Yet once again, dear parted shade, 

Meek natare's child, agp,in adieu ! 

TPho genial meads, assigned to bless 
Tliy life, shall mourn thy early duom ! 

Tlibro hinds and shepherd girls shaK dress, 

40 ^ W i th 8 p le an ds, tthy r ii ral tpin b. 

lion^, long thy atone and pointed elay * 

Shall melt the musing Briton*s eyes ; 

^ O vales, and wihl wbods/ shall ho say, • 

* In yonder jfrj^ve ypiir Druid lies !’ — ColUnti. 

xiaji* * 

FUOM TJ[F ViNlTY OF IJJSIIFS,* 

• Let obf^rvaiion with extensive view * 

Survey Aankiud from China^t(?Porn : 

Remark cadi anxious toil, cach\ager strife, 

And watch the busy scones of crowded lifoj 
Tlier* say bow Hope and Fear, Desire and Hate 
O’orspfcad with f«iares the clouded maze of fate, 
Where wavering man, betrayed by^venturous’j)ridc, 
To tread the dreary paths withouj:. a guide ^ 

As trcacherofts phantoms in yiie mist delude, 

• 10 Shuns fancied ills, or. chasers |\irf‘^^*good. 

IJfciW ran’cly ll»afi;ou guides .^J)]^,siul)T)orn choice, 
Buies the belli hand, or prompts il;e suppliant voice ; 

* 1'bcsc are the first 20 aud th^' la^t liues (^ut oin3C8, 
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How nations sink, by darling schemes oppressed, 
When vengeance listens to the fool’s reqnesb. 

Fate wings Avitli every wish the afflictive dart, 

Each gift of Nature, and orvHi, grace of Ai’t, 

With fatal heat impetuous courage glows, 

With fatal sweetness elocution flows, ‘ c 

$ 

Im)»oachmeiit stops the speaker’s powerful breath, 

20 And restless lire precipitates on death 

Where thou slmll Ttope and Fear their objects And ? 
Musi dull Sus pen sc* corrupt Ihe stagnant mind ? 
•^lust helpless man, in ignorance sedate, 

Jlull darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 

^Atuht no dislike alariu^^ no wfsbes /ise, ^ 

No cries invoke ihe mercies of the skies ? 

Enquirer, ceoso, petitions yet nmiain 

Winch Heaven may hear; nor deem religion vtiiu. 

Still raise for good the si^pplloatiug voice, 

30 But leave to Heaven tile tnl-asuro and the choice ; 
Safe in' His power, whose eyes discern afar 
The secret ambush of a specious prayer, 

Jrajdore His aid, in His decisions rest, 

Secure, whate’er Ho gives, He gives the best. 

Yet, when tlfc/ ense of S9^cred presence tires, 

And strong <;ovotioii to the skies aspires,. 

Pour forth thy f ervours fora healthful mind, 
Obedient passions, and a Avill resigned ;» 

For love, Avbich scarce collective mau^cati fill ; 

40 ‘ For patience, sovereign o’er transmuted ill ; 

^ For faith, .that, panting for a happier seat, 

Counts death l^ind Nature’s si^iul of retreat; 

These goDds fir man llio laws of Heaven ordain ; 
These gofids iljEiJ^iants, Avho ga'^jits thq power to gain; 
With these celestial Wisdom c^lms the ihitid, 

And nntkes the happiness she does not find. 

. p •^Johkson. 
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KTJV. • 

• TDLKaY WRrrTEN" IN X COUNTRY ClICRCU-YARD.* 

♦The curfew tolls tlie knell of p.irting day, 

^ The lowing hofd winds slowly o’ertho lea, 

The plonglnnan Jionieward plods Ids w^oniy wo}", 
AwSi loaves the world to darkness and to me. 

, Now fades the gliinn\ei*ing huidscapc on the sight, 
Ajid all the air a solemn ^tillm'ss holds, 

Save wliere the beetle wlTeels liis droning tlight, 

8 vViid di'owsy linklings lull the distant folds;* 

Save that ^roin yonder ivy-rnanthMl towei* • • 

Ttie moping owl does to theniooii complain^ 

Of si?ch as, wandering near her secret bower, 

Molest her ancient sojitary reign. 

llcncath (hose iligged elms, that vew4ree*s sliade, 
Where heaves ilm turf in man) a mouldering lieap, 
Kfieh in ifis narrow cell tyr ever Knd,* , 

* Id The rude forefathers of the hanih t sleep. 

*Tlic breezy cull of iucense-brcatliing inorn, 

The SAYuflow (wittepng from^llT*} .slj'iiw^-builfc shed, 
The eoek’s shrill clarion, or the Vdu»ing horn, 

No more .shall rouse them from llioii* lowly bed. 

♦ f . - - - 

^Tla* first ]>n]>r*lu-(l juh'^ju . noirl.N on Kllli FnluMtory l/al, 

in a ijuarto pa?nplilt't, piirc shpcni'o, mtitud, in n 

Conntni Chnirh-iinrd, it wua tliri’i-vh four fiUtgons in tun i))onU\.<i. 
It was hofriin at Stol^c.lVjgii in Xovtnnbnrir l-an<l liniv''}K (l .it f^’iuniiriilj^e 
in Jnno 1750. 'riwCluin*li-j.ir«.l is tli;..t ^*1' StoKr- !*'.>' is in liiH'WfnyhHin- 
shirc, (a few milos IVonf Kton and Winds'^}, and in it dray himself 
>viis buried beside his nml her, «m the fJlh AiejUi^f 1^71 . 

Stophen Ccillet^/£rh>,v of Ldn'tffnr*) r‘'iyr.', ):ir.fo h'l' the original of 
the first liflt^j translaleJ^lTyJAn-y thr •. • 

Ann pilgrim, neufy on his road with 
Thrills if lie hear the vesper hell frSm far, 

Tlia^ seems to mourn for tki* iwj^hig any. Vviyolort^^ viii., 1, 5*. 

lo 
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For thorn oo more fclio blazing hearth sliall burn, 

Or busy housewife ply her evening care ; 

No children run to lisp their sire^s return, 

. 2'lf Or climb bis knees tlio en'deil^kiss to slmre. 

Oft di<I file Iiarvest to tlieii’ sickio yudj, 

Tiioii* fiin-o\v oft tlie stubborn glcbr has broke ; • 

How jocund difi t}i(‘\ drive their team afield ! 

How 1 ) 0 wed tiie woods bouealh their sturdy strdko 

JiCt not Ambiilon mock their useful toil, 

^rheir homely joys, and destiny obscure; 

Nor Gronidcur hear with a disdainful smilo 
32f 'U^ho short and simple (nnmls of thb Poor. , 

The boast of lioi^aldry, the pomp of power, 

And all tliat beauty, aH that wealth o'er gave, 

Await alike tlic inevitabh'; hoiir; — 

^J'he 2 >atlis of glory lead l)u<jdo the grave. 

Nor you, ye Proud, ^impute to thesd the fault 
If ^b'lnorv oVr tlioir tomb no tropliies raise, 

Whore through the long-drawn aisle a.nd fretted vault 
4*0 The pealing aid hern swells the note, of praise. 

. V / 

Can storied <;Nru or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ? 

C^iu flonoui’s voic' provoke liie silent dust, 

Or FlaMery soothe ihe dnli’cold ear eff Death ? 

J\)rhaps iii (his negleeted spot is laid 
' Some lioart once pregnant with, celestial fire ; 

Hands, llifijt- ijliji rod of empire might have swayed, 
48 Or wakeff to'^cpi^dasy the livipg. lyre; ,, 

But Know ledge- to their eyes be'r ample page, 

Rich with tlie spoils of time, did ne’er uni;pll ; 
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Chill Penury repvespcd fcheir^iohlo 
- And froze ilic geiual cuiTcni of il^o soul. 

. Full many a gem of piiresi ray serene 
The dark unfUthumed caves of ocean bear; 

Full man}’ a flo^ver is horn to blush unseen, 
rjb And Ava#.c its sweetness on the desert air. 

, Some villagu Hanijulon, ilnui. witli dauntless breast 
T’ho little tyrant ot‘ lii?, ticlds withstood, 

Some mute ini^dorions AtiUon licre nja-y rest, 

• »Si^nie Cromwell, guihless of hits count i*y's bFood.^ 

• 

^riuj apphiuso of lisicjv'ug seuat('s to eommaftd, 

'^riio throats ot ]>ain and ruiTj (o despite, , 

To s't'aMer picmty o'er a smiling land, 
dl< And read l))eir bistewy in a naiion^s vyoSj 

'J'huir lot forhad^^ ; mn* circumscribed alone 
Tlioir growing virtues, hut their crii^cs contiued; 
Forbatio to wade tbvoiig^i slauglitcr ion throne, 

4nd sliut ilio g«itcs of mercy on mankind ; 

• • • 

The struggling pangs of consejous Truth to hide, 
To ipiench the bliiAhcs of iugoiyions Shame, 

Oi* heap the shrine of Juixury a?id l^ride 
72 With incense kindled at tho Muse's llarue. 

• 9 

Far from the maVlding crowd’s ignoble sti-ife, 

Their sober wishes never learned 4o* stray j * 
Along Jdio cool sequestered valc'of lil’o •# 

They kept tfie noiseless tcn<,r ot* their way. 

,4. • 

Jfgpfc o’tii thestfJ J)ones from.in^snlt UT ji)rotcct 
Simo Trail »rioinorial ^till erected nigh, 

GraySii'ol wiuio Tull> aijd^T.'xv.i%iiiiU-ud of Jliltou and Cl•ola^^e^l. 
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With unuoutli riiyniesand shapeless sculpture decked 
80 Imploi*es the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their uaiuo, their years, spelt by the unlettered Muse, 
The place of fame and elegy i;t<pply; 

And man}'' a lioly text around she st»' 0 ws, 

That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For Nvlio, to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 

Tliis pleasing aiixlosis being e’er resigned, 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 

88 yor cast one longing lingering look behind ?. 

On some fond breast ih(j })ar/ing soul relies, 

Some pious ’drops the losing eye recjuires ;* 

E’en from the tomb the voice of Nature /jnes, 

L’eii in our ashes live tlicir wonted lires. 

Vor'thee, who, mindful of tha. an honoured dead, 
Dost in these lines ilieit artless talcs relate ; 

If clia.iK. 0 , by lonely Contomplatioirlcd, 

116 Some kindred spirit shall inquire tliy fate, — 

I. , 

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 

* Oft have 'wo.'iiccn him at the peep of dawn 
‘ Brushing witirhasty steps the dews a^vajr, 

‘ To meet the sun upon the upland lawn 

‘ There at the foot ^ f yonder nodding b6cch, , 

‘ That wreatlica its old fanU*i8tic roots ho high, 

‘‘ His listic^ss length at noon-tide would he stretch, • 
104 / And por (3 uijon the brook tliat babbles by. 

* III the MS. btHiuealJied A Uray to .Ma&uu the follow hig stanza occurs 
after liue 100 : i, * ’ 

Him have L seen thf (greenwood sldb.aloug^’ J"* 

While o’er the Iiciith we hied, our labt/iirs efbnei 
Oft .as tlio woodlark pi|ied her farewell song 
. With wistful • j)Ui klio the isctting sun. • 
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‘ Hard by yon wood, now smiling as iu scorn, 

* Muttering bis wayward fancies would lio rove 
‘ Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one foi'lorn, 

* Or crazed wil-h care, or crossed iu hopeless love.* 

‘ morn I uwssed him on the cnstonicd hill, 

* Along fho heath, and near his favourite tree ; 

‘ Another came ; nor j^et be^;iilc the rill, 

112 *^Nor up the lawn, nor a# the wood was ho ; 

• 

‘ The next witli dirges due in sad array 
* Slow through the church- way path we saw him 

borne,'-*- • • * 

* *» 

* Approach and read (for thou canst read} Uic lay 
‘ G raved on the stone beneath you aged thorn.’t 

Hoi;e rests his lieTid n1»on the lap of Earth 
A Youth? to Eortuue and to Fame uflknown ; 

• Fair Science frow'iicd not on his humble birth, 

120 . And IMglancholy marked him for hci; own. 

Large wbs his bounty, and iys*riOiil sincere; 

He0.ven did a recompense as lai^ely send ; 

He gave to misery all he had, a tear, 

• ^ Ho gained from Jlcavon, Twas all he wished, a friend. 

, * This is the reacliiig of the M8. lu the i.-'i olitisu it was ‘ h# nould 
rove*, but it uascorrectod in the Sth edition, 1758,^ 

t (Jrav bad the followhij? verse l-eforo tlie Ejdfoph, )^ut 

omitted it as delaying lift sense by too loog : ’ piuvuthesis from line U1 

• 1’herc scattered oft, t life oarlicsUof i«lu;*ycav, 

By Ji/juids miscoji (fw showers of violets tftiiud ; 

The I’fd breast l(^'c8 15 build ancf ^rarble tllere, 

And little footsteps lightly print ground. 

It is printed iu brackets in thutlth yliiioA, 1751» 
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No farther ticck^liis merits to disclose, 

Or draw liis frailties froui tlieir dread abode — 
There they alike in trombUnt; liopc repose, 
lliB The bosom of his Father ru.d l^is God. 

— Gran 

I 

c> 

\r.\. 

UDK Ty ADVKHSITV.* 

DAL'onrEU of Jove, iv.3lrut less power, 

TIioii taiiier of the liumjiii breast, 

Wliosc itfon scourge niul iortiiritig hour 
' ^ The bad attright, alUict the best*! ^ 

Bound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are tauglit to taste of [>aiii I 
And purple tyrants vai?ily groan 
8 With pang unfelt before, hnj)ttied and alone. 

i % 

When f|rst tliy sire to send on ciirtlji 
Viftuo, his darling ehihl, designed, 

To thee he gave the heavenly lurth, 

And bade to form licr infant mind. 

♦Stern rugged * nvrso ! thy,rigid lore ' 

With patiem^^o many a year she bore ; 

What sorrow was thou badest her know, 

Id And, from her own, ' he learned to melt atbihers’, woo/ 

* 

, Scared af thy frown tei’ritic, ily 
^ Self-pleasing Folly’s hlle brood, 

'Wild Laugh Icr^Nmse, and thoidghlk^s Joy, 

And Icavy up | isnre to bo good. 

« • * 

■ , *. • 

* In 1/5’? Dotlsley i)ub!isljtMl hi *]/. jn^ Siv Poenhi 

hif Mr. 'J\ Htvijm Tlii'sso* wf-re th»' (itnl Ed.), Ode on 

the Drafli t f n luinnirUe Cn9 (2iid Kd.), ([jrd Kd.), A Loioj 
hioi'y and li[h,ni V* (ls,t^,Ed,J,*aud t/ic Elajij (12th jOI.) ^ 
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Light they disperse ; and wiiP?j thorn go 
Tho snmtner fi iotid, tho flattering fou ; 

. By vain jn’cspority received, 

2 i ' To hox' they vojv their truth, and are again believed, 

* Wiadoni, in sable garb a i‘ra\ oil, 

finmeiisod in rapturous thought profound, 

And J\[ohnlellol 3 ^ silent Tuaid, 

AVitli lend on ejo, ilmt loves the ground, 

Still on thy solemn steps attend ; 

AVariu Charity, the general friend, 

•AVitli Justice, to herself severe, 

And Pit 3 \^di'Oi)fing soft the sadly-pleasing tear. 
f-Tli ! gently on tliy suppliant’s head, ^ 

Dfend goddess, lay thy chastening hand ! 

Not ill thy Gorgon terrors edad, 

Nor oirclod xj^ithHhe vengeful band, * 

(AsJjy the irnpiofls iltou art seen,) 

With til upejclering voice and threateniiig mien, 

W’itli screaniii}g Jlorror’s funeral cry, 
dO ^ Despnir^ and fort Disease, and ghast];j Poverty. 

Thy fonp benign, 0 goddess ! ^uear. 

Thy niildoi* innudneo iin])aTt 
Thy philosopliic train bo lliere, 

To soften, not to wound niy lieait. 

• The g^icrons spark e.vlinot ?*evi\e 
Teach me to lovi*, and to forgI\e, 

Mxact my own defeets to sean ; * ^ 

48 What otluTs^re, to feel, and know myself a, rfian. 

• • 

— • -- --- 

* A^ii|»])0!5(^ all^t!i^uto Cjrii>’s tiuonfPwitli Ilov^eo Walpole. 
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XLVl. 

THE PROGRESS OP POESY. 

A rindaric Odts, 

1 . 1 . 

AwAKii;, Ijro, awaI:K 

And give to rapture all tby t»-embilpg strings. 

From Helicon’s liarmonioiis springs 
A thousand rills their ma/y progress take ; 

1’he laughing flowovs that round them blow 
Di‘ink life and fragrance as they flow. 

,Now the rich stream of music winds along, 

Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong. 

Through verdant vale$, and Ceres golden reign ; 
Now rolling down the steep amain, 

Headlong, impetuous, see it pour; 

12 T lie rooks and nodding groves robelloAV to the roar. 

I. 2. 

Oh ! sovereign of the willing souK 
Parent of sweet and solemn- breathing airs, 
Encluanting shell ! the sullen Cares 

And frantic Passions hear thy soft control. 

On Thmeia’s hills (he Lord of Wai J- 
]Tas curbed the fury of his car,' 

And dropt his thirsty lance at thy command, 
TVrehIng on the sceptred hand 
Of .love, (by magic lulls the feathered king 
^ With ruljlcd plumes and flagging wing; 

(Quenched in dark clouds of slumber lie 
24 '^riie terror of his heak, and liglfrlnings of his eye. 

’^This should not be /•onl'otmicHl with tho A'hl ia ri harpy an instrumoiit 
from which musical .^oaiuTs arc produced hy tly* nind j)la;:ing on it, so called 
from -.'T^iolus, >(od v-f the win lit ; but^T^o^ia.. hfr** !s the lyre of ^^mdar, who 
styled Ins lyrics AOoliaa, from AOolifl in Asia MKior, 
t Ajres, the Greek God of WaiV'W'as said to live in Tlimce. The ‘ feathered 
kiqg* is the eagle. 
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1 . 3 . • 

Thee the voice, the dance, obey, 

Tempered to thy warbled lay. 

’ O’er Idalia’s v^elvot-grceii* 

The rosy- crowned Loves are seen 
On^Cythorea’s day ; 

With anflo Sport, and blao-eyod Pleasures, 
Frisking light in frolic measiiros ; 

Now pursuing, now retrciltiiig, 

Now in circling troopj^ilioy moot ; 

.To brisk notes in cadence beating, • 

fjlance their many-twinkling feet.* 

^ow moltfiig stsair^s tb^ir Queen’s approach deSlare ; 

Where’er she turns, the Gnices homage pay ; 
With arms sublime, that float upoii the air, 

In gliding state sht) wins her easy waj;; 

O’er J}Cr wariu^he<?k and rising bosom move 
41 Tlio* bloom of yon*ig Desire and purple light of Love. 
• n. 1.^ • 

" Man’s feeble race what ills await! 

, Lhbonr^aiid Penury, the racks of Pa;n, 

Disease, ^nd Sorrow’s weeping train, 

And Death, sad Pefuge fro^i the storms of Fate ! 
Th5 fond complaint, my song, (ttsprove, 

Andjustify the laws of Jove. 

• Say, lias ho given in Aiain the heavenly Muse ? 
Night and all her sickly dews, 

Her spectres wan, aud birds of boding cry, 

He gives to range the dreary sky"; • 

Till down the eastern cliffs afar 
53 Hyperion’s march they spy^ aucUgliyicring shafts of 
•’5 jvar. • • # • 

* Venus was called IdaUa from Tdali^mt a* town in Cyprus, and 
Cythrea frpm Oythera, an island south ol iraconia. 

• • * 
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11 , 2 . 

Til climcK beyond the solav road, 

Whero shaggy forms o'er ice-builfc mountains roam, 
Tho Maso lias broko the twilight gloom 
To cheer tlio shivering native’s dull abode. 

And oft, beneath the odorouf shade 
Of Chili's boundless forests laid, 

Sho deigns to liear tho savago yontli repeat, 

In loose numbers wildly sweet, 

Their feather-cinctiax'd chiefs, and dusky loves. 
•Tier track, wliere’or the goddess roves, 

Cilory pursue, and generous Shame; 

65 The unconquerable Aliud, and Freedom’s holy flame, 

n. 

Woods, that wave o’er Delphi’s steep, 

Isles, that crown th’ zKgean deep, 

Fields, that cool Jlisvsns laves, 

Or whore Mmandor’s amber waves 
III lingering labyrinths creep. 

How do your tuneful echoes languish, 

Mute, but to the voice of anguisl 
AVherc each nld poetic mountain 
Inspiration breathed around ; 

Every shade and hallowed fountain 
Murmured deou a solemn sound ; 

Till the sad Niue, in Greece’s evil hour. 

Left tlieir Parnassus for the Latian plains. 

Alike they scorn the pomp of tyrant Power, 

’ And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 
When Latium had her lofty spirit lost, 

82 They sought; O Albion ! next thy soa-encircled coast. 

62. Cf. ; — *girfc with feathered cincture.’ Paradise Lost^ ix, 1116. 
66*68. Delphi was on Mount Parnassus. 'J’he IHssiia flowed through 
Athens, 
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nr. 1. • 

Far from the fiiin and suraraer-galo, 

Tn thy grcmi lap was Nature’s Darling laid, 

Whafc time, ^vilOl'c lucid Avon strayed, 

To him tho mighty mother did unveil 
lldr awf^l face ; the dauntlebs child 
Stretched forth his little arms and smiled. 

‘ Tliis peiKjil take (she said)* whose colours clear 
l<.ichly paint tlio vernal ; 

Thiiio too these golden keys, immortal Boy ! 

* This can nnh;ck tho gates of joy ; 

Of honoi*Jhat,«e^nd thiilling tears, i 

94 (?r opo the sacred souf^e of s^^mpatlictic tears.' 

• HI. 2. 

Nor socrond lie, tlwii rode suhlinio 
l^pon the soraph-wliigs of Ecstasy, 

The* secrets of th(5 ab/ss to spy. 

He passed the flaming bounds of place and time; 

' The living throne, the sapphire blaze, 

^ AVhere p-ngols tremble while they gajo, 

Ho saw ^bnt, blasted with excess of light, 

Closed his eyes in oudiess ni^ht. 

Behold, where Drydon's less jfrcsiixnptaous oar, 
Wide o’er tho lields of glory bear 
. Two*coursers of ethereal race, [pace. 

lOG With uockb in thunder clothed, and long-resounding 
lU. 3. • 

Hark-^ his hands the lyre explore ! 

Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o’er^ 

• 

106. C’f^-’Wailcr ; but taught to joiu 

• Tfjo var^’jjig verteo, the full-icKoundiug line, 

The long majestic march a^d bnergy divine. 

^ Satiics and l£p. L 
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Scatters from hier pictured urn 
Thoughts that breathe, and words that burn. 

But ah ! 'tis heard no more — 

Oh lyre divine, what daring^spirit 
Wakes thee now F Though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 

That the Theban eagle bear, 

Sailing with supreme dominion 
Through tho azure deep of air ; 
yet oft befoi’C his infant eyes would run 
Such fprms as glitter in t)io M use’s ray^ 

With orient huep, uiibyrrowcti of the snn ; 

, Yet shall ho ^pount^ and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

123 Beneath the Good how far — but far above the Great. 

— Gray, 

XJA'U. 

TH.!) BARD.'" 

I. 1. 

“ Ruin seize thee, rulihless King 1 
Confasion on'thy banners wait; 

• Though fanhod by Conquest’s crimson wing, 

They mock the air with idle state. 

Helm, nor hauberk s twisted mail, 

Nor o’en thy virtues, Tyrant, sliall avail 
To save thy secret soul from nightly fears, 

From Cambria’s curse, from Cambria’s tears !” 

Such weret th/) .'.quuds .that o’er the crested prido . 
Of thb first Edward scatter^ wild display, 

* Tl)i« Ode is fotiuded a tradition current in "Wales that Edward I, 
on his conquest of that corntry, ordered all the Vards to he put to death. 
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As down the steep of Snowd^n^s Bhaggy side 
^ He wound with toilsome inarch his long array. 

Stout Gloster stood aghast in spcechloss trance ; 

14* “To arms!** cried Mortimer, and couched Uis 
quivering lance. 

I. 2. 

On a rock, whoso haughty brow 
Frowns o*er cold Conivay’s foaming flood, 

Robed in the sable gJirb of woo, 

*, With haggard eyes the poet stood ; • ( 

( iTooso his l)(;ard, and hoary hair • 

►jtreamod? liko*a motQDr, to tho troubled airl* 

And with a master’s hand, and prophet’s fire, 

Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre. 

“ Hark, how each* giant-oak, and desoi t cave, 
Sighs to the tSrjent’s awful voice beneath I 
0’(B: thee, oh King! their hundred arms they wave, 
Revenge on thee in hew-rser murmurs* breathe ; 
Vocal no more,»8ince Cambria’s fatal day, 

28* To high-born Hod’s harp, or soft Llewellyn’s lay, 

• 

. • I, 3. 

Cold is Cadwallo’s tongue,* 

T];iat hushed tho stormy main ; 

• Brave,Urien sleej^s upon his craggy bed ; 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whoso magic song • 

Mado huge flinlimmon bow his cloud-toptifead. 

* 19. ** The imope was talf'n frbra a 'swl^lPno^n picture of Kaphael, 
reprosontiijg thfk Siiprei^e^ieiug iu tbc yisioahf JAekicl, which maybe 
seen at f lycnot^*' — (7r»y/.* • •• • 

28. l^oely a famous bard, son of Owen GAvynotld, prince of North Wales. 
Cadwallo, Urien and Modred wore Wc11?h bnrdfcs of (he sixth century. 
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On clreaiy Awon’s shore they lie, 

Smeared with gore, and ghastly pale; 

Far, far aloof th’ affrighted ravens sail ; 

The famished eagle screams,, and passes hy/ 

Dear lost companions of my tanefnl art, ' 

Dear as the light that visit's these^sad eyes, 

Dear as the rnddy drops that warm my heart, 

Ye died amidst yonr dying eonntry^s erics— , 
^N'o more T weep. They do not sleep. 

On yonder cliffs, a griesly band, 

I see them sit, they linger yet, ^ 

^ Avengers of their native hi,pd ; 

With me in dreadful \ armony they join, ' 

48 And weave with bloody hands the tissue.of thy line. 

IL 1 : 

‘‘W’cavc the wtirp, and weave the woof, 

Tlie winding sheet of Edward’s race. 

Give ample rooni,^and verge enough'*' 

The characters of hell to trace. 

Mark tho year, and mark the night, 

When Severn ^hall re-echo with affright 

The shrieks of death, thro’ Berkley’s roof that ring, 

Shrieks of an agoni/ing king ! 

She-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs, 

That tear’st the bowels of thy mangled mate, 

From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs 
The scourge of heaven . What terrors round him wait ! 
Ama/.oment in his van, with flight coihbined, 

62 And sorrowls fluted form, and solitude behind. 

* I havea!30-il lhatlilc'' n amide shkld ^ 

Can tuko in all, and verge enough foi* more. Dr^d^n, Don Mastian, 
55. Kdu ard U was nnudcied m Berkley Castle. 57. ^hv^nolf of France. 
Isabel of France, wife of l>hvaTd 11 and mother of Edwaid III. 
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U. 2. 

“Alighfcy victor, mighty loi'd ! 

Low on his funeral couch he lies ! 

• N^o pitying heart, no eye, afford 
A tear to grace his obsetpiies. 

Js the sable ^ivarrior fled ? 

Thy son is gone, lie rests among the dead. 

The swarm, that in thy noautide beam were born ? 
Oone to salute the rising morn, 
i^'air laughs the morn, fAid soft the zopliyr blows, 
While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded ve.ssol gtJos; 

^ rontht)n tin; pi'.)wt|jind Ph-asnre at the hetrn ; 
Regardless of the sweeping whirlwind’s ST?v^y, 

7d Thatjhuvshod In grim repose, expects his eveningproy. 

, • TI. 3. 

V Fill high the spaVkling bowl, 

The riclf repast prepare^ • 

Heft of a crown, ho \'et may share the feast j 
Close 1^ the regal chair ^ 

Fell ^’liirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful, smile tipon tbcit' baffled guest. 

Heat’d yo the din of battle bray,* 

Lance to lauco, and horse to hoi so ? 

L%ng years of havpc urge their destined course, 
And tTiro’ tlie kindred S((uadrons mow their way. 

‘ Ye towers of Julius, Loudon’s lasting sliante, 

With r/iany a foul and midnight‘'mnrder fefl^ 

Revere Ills consort’s faith, his father’s fame, ^ 
And spare the meek' asur|fo^tfJiolj;^ head. 

67, 68^ lidwaTid the l*i-inee, who tficll heforo flis fatlier. 

81. This refers to thffsiory of Rieluii-d 11 starved to death. Lines 
8.3-86 refer to the wars of the Roses. 87. ^artof the Tower of London was 
said to iiaijpbijeii built in the tiui^of Jidius C8}sar. 89. Margaret of Anjou. 
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Above, below, t'uo rose of snow, 

Twined with her blushing foe, we spread ; 

The bristled boar in infant-gore 
Wallows beneath the f*^orny^hado. 

Now, brothers, bending o’er the accursed loom, 

OG Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ivilify fas doom.. 

in. 1. 

“ Edward, lo ! to sudden fate 
( Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.) 

Half of thy heart we consecrate. 

(The web is wove. The work is done.) 

Stay, oh stay ! nor thus f orlo m 

Leave me unblessed, Trnpitied, here to monra ; 

In yon bright track, that Gres the western skies, 
They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 

But oil ! what solemn scones on Snow^dou’s height 
Descending slow their gl'ticring skirts unroll ? 
VisionS'-of glory, spare my aching s'ght ! 

Ye unborn ages, Crowd not on my soul ! 

No more our long-lost Arthur wc bewail. 

110 All hail, yc genuine kings, Britannia’s issue, hail ! 

HI. 2. 

“ Girt witn many a baron bold 
Sublime their starry fronts they rear; 

And gorgeous wa?iies, and statesmen &1d 
In bearded majesty, appear. 

In the midst a form divine ! 

Tier eye proclaims her of tho Britou-llne ; 

Her lion-port, her awe-commantling face, 

Attempered sw&t to virgin- grace. 

93. A silver boar was tlie-b'adge of RichiiiM 111, 

110. Both Merlin and Taliessia bad propliesied that tbo Welsh should 
regain their sovereignty over thn island, which seemed to bo aceompHsbod 
in the bouse of Tudor. 



SECT. TIT.] 


THE BARE. 


Whafc strings syraplioiiioas tremble in the air, 

What strains of vocal transport round her play, 
Hear from tlie grave, great Taliessin, hear ; 

Tliey breathe*a soul to animate thy clay. 

Bright Rapture (iyalls, aud soaring as she sings, 
i 2*t« W a ves in ttie eye of heaven her many -coloured wings. 

. in. S. 

** lilie voi’sc adorn again 

Fierce war, and faithful love,* 

AniUtrnth soveie, by fairy fiction dregt. 

In biiskin^d measures move 
Palh grief, and pleasing iiain, 

With horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast. 

A voice, as of the chprub-c])oir, 

Gales from bIoonp*iig«KtIcu bear j 
And distant warbli»gs lessen on my ear, 

Tha’t los^in long futurity expire. • 

Fond irnf)ious man, think’sf thou yon sanguiiie cloud, 
lVij=>cd by thy bi Rath, has quenched the orb of day 
To-morrow he repairs the golden flood, 

And wai*ms the nations witlf^ redoubled ray. 
Enough for me ; with joy I sec 
. The dilTcrent doom our fates assign. 

Be thinii despair, aud sc^q)tred care, 

To tvin^nph, and tb die, are mine.” 

. Ho spoke, and headlong from the mountain's height 

14.4 Deep in the roaring tide he plunged Cb endless liSght. 

• • — Uray, 

12t, chief of the bards in tKo six 125-137. Spenser, 

'■ This r<*fcrs Spcyiser, wly vp the pnnjm to the PfU'in/ (^acendf says ; — 
Fft'rcf) waip and fJlitBfnf loves shall /futvalizo my son^y. 

128430. SlmKospere. 131432. Milton. 

• 

— I • 
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SECTION IV (1761-1796.) 

XLYUI. 

THE HERMIT. 

At the close of the day, when the hamlet is still, 
And mortals iho sweets of forgoif illness pro^e, 
''AV'hcTi nought but the torrent is heard on (he hill, 
And nought but the 5ightingale*s song in the grove ; 
’Twas thus, by the cave of the mountam afnr. 
While his harp rung s\ mphonions, a hermit began ; 
No more with himself of* with nature at war, 

8 He thought as a sagOj' thohgh ho felt as a man. 

Ah ! ’why, all abandoned to darkness and woo, 
Why, lone Pliilomcla, that languishing fall? 

Pur sp'*iijg sliall return, apt! a lover bestow, 

And sorrow po longer tliy bosom enthral ; 

But, if pity ^inspire thee; renew the sad lay, 

IMouru, sweetest coin plainer, man calls thee to mourn ; 
O soothe him, whoso pleasures like thine x>R3S away ; 
Id Full (piickly they pase — but they neve^ retuvn. 

. “ Now. gliding remote on the verge of the sky, 

^Tbo moon half extinguislicd her crescent displays; 
** But lately I marked, when majestic on high 
She sliono, p.jd the jdancts woi'o lost in her bla/c. 
Roll oL', thou fiur orb, and with gladness pursue 
The path tliafi conducts t’hee fo splendoVa* again ; 
But man’s faded glory what change shall renew ? 

2 Jj Ah fool ! to exult» in a glory BO vain I * 
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*Tis night;, and the ]and8C|ipe is lovely no mor^j 
I mourn, bnt, jo woodlands, I mourn not for yon ; 
For morn is appi'oacliing, your charms to restore, 

* Perfumed with fresh fragrance, and glittering with 

flew ; • 

yet for tl^o ravage of winter I mourn ; 

Kind ifiituro the embryo blossom will save. 

Jliifc when shall spring visit the monldoring nrn, — 
32 O when shall it dawn o*i the night of the grave ? 

“ ’Twas tlins, by the giaro of false science betrayed, 

• That leads to bewilder, and drizzles to Idii^d, ^ 
“Sly thoughts wont to roam, from^hado omvard to 

• sluidet * » •• 

Destruction before ml^, and sorrow behind- 

* O pity, groat Fatlieif of Ijight,’ timn T cried, 

* Thy creature, whoTfain would not ivand^cr from thee 
Lo, 1iumbled*in (fust, T relin(|nish my pride; 

40 fVojii doubt and from darkness thou only canat free !’ 
“ And (liD'kncss and d<^uht are now* Hying aw«ay, 

^No longer 1 r^arn in conjecture forlorn. 

• So ))itjaks on the traveller, faint, and astray, 

The bfight and the baliny^etl’nlgence of morn. 

»^ee Truth* Love, and ^fercy, in triumph descending, 
And Nature all glowing in Kdcira first lilooih ! 

Oft the cold cheek of death smiles and roses are 
bJonding, , 

48 And beauty immortal awakes fropci the tonjb.’’ 

* — Beattie. 

♦ • 

XLTX. % 

. • 

• DESCRIPTION 5f MUSE. 

Me, whord no muse of hca^venly birth inspires, 

,No judgment tempers vflie^i rash genius fires 
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Who boast no merit but mere knack of rhyme. 
Short gleams ot* sense, and satire out of time, 

Who cannot follow wliero trim Fancy leads 
By ‘ prattling streams,* o’er ‘ flower-empurpled 
meads* ; 

Who often, bat without success, Lnvo prayed 
For apt alliteration's artful a^d ; < * 

Wlio would, but cannot, with a master's skill. 

Coin fine new epithets, which mean no ill ; — 

^[o, thus nneouth, thria every way unfit 
For pacing poesy, .and ambling wit, 

Taslo with contempt beholds, nor deigns t/O place 
^raougst the lowest of her favoiir^^d race ! 

—^Iroin the Vtoitliecy of* Famine, 


, UKMORSE OE CONHCtENCE. 

*Trs not the babbling of a busy world. 

Where praise and censure are at random hurled, 
Which can the mearest of my thoughts control, 

Or shake one settled pnrposu of my soul ; 

Free and at large might tlunr wild olirses roam, 

If all, if all, akis^' were well at hora6. 

No ! *tis the^talc which angry Consciencc.tolls, 
When she with more than tragic horror swells . 
Each circnmstanc'' of guilt, when stern, •bat true, 
10 She brings bad actions forth into review ; 

,And, likathe dread hand-writing on the w’all, 

Bids late llemorso awake at Reason’s call ; 
krmed at all points, bills scorjuVn Vengeance pass, 
And to the holds np Reflection’s glass, — 

The mind whtch starting heaycr the heartfelt, groan, 
And hates that 'form she knows f^o bo ‘her Swn. 

^ ^Churchill, — Prom the Conference* 
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u. 

DESCRIPTION 0¥ DR. JOHNSON. 

PoMPOSO) inRoleiiti and loud, 

.Vain idol of a scribbliug crowd, 

Whoso very lurtno inspires an awe, 

Whose evfM*y word is sense and law ; 

(Fo?* whaii his greatness Ijaih decreed, 

Like laws of Persia and of Mede, 

Sacred tlirougli all the roahn’of Wit, 
j\rwsb never of repeal admit) 

Who, onrsiiig flattery, is the tool 
10 Of gvery fawning, flattering fool ; 

Who wit w^th jealous eye surveys, 

Atfd sickens at anollicr^i praise ; * 

Who,,))roudly sei/.ed of learning’s throne, 

Now damns all learning out his own ; 

AVho scorns those ccyninon wares to trade“in, 
fieasoning, convinying^ and persimding, 

Put makes each senteiice current pass^ 

With * pappy/ ‘ coxcomb, V‘ scoundrel,’ ‘ ass’ ; 

(For ’tis with liinj a certain rule 
20 That folly’s provetUwlien he calls ‘ FoOl !’) 

AVho to iiffjreaso his native sti^^ui^th 
Draws words j?ix syllables in leng^j|i, 

AVitH which, assisted with a frown 

lly wa^ of club, bo knocks us down. . . 

II is comyados’ terrors to beguile, 

Grinned horribly a ghastly smi]^) ; , 

Features so hori-id, were it light, * 

AVorild put the devil himself to fligfit. 

— Churchill — Vwm (he Oheuit^ Bk. ii. 
hU. • • 

• • f 1^?^^^E^M^NDKNGE.• * • 

Nature rll coiTrt in her soques4,erod haunts, 

By mountain, meadow, streamlit, grove, or cell ; 

• ‘ • • • 
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Where the pAised lark his evening ditty chants, 
And health, and peace, and contemplation dwell. 
Tliero, Study shall with Solitude recline, 

And Friendsliip pledge to his fellow-swains, 
And Toil and Temperance sedat^dy twino 
The slender cord that llntthring li^fo sustains ; 
And fearless Poverty shall guard the door, 

And Taste unspoiled the frugal tnble spread, 

And Industry supply the humble store, , 

And Sleep unbribed his dews refreshing shed ; 
White-mantled Innocence, ethereal sprite,* 

Shall chase far off the gohlins of the night ; 

And ludepciidencQifu^cr the day preside, * 


Propitious power ! my patron and my pride ! 

‘ ‘ SmoJleff. 


uir. 


WHO CJAN TELL TfOW IIAUD’IT TS TO CLIMB ?• 


An ! wdio can tell how hard it is to climb 


The. steep wheretPame’s proud fomple sbinos afar; 
All ! who ean tell liow many a soul sublime 
Has felt the inniionce of,malignan,t star, . 

And wfigedjwith Fortune an eteivial war; 

(yhcckod l)y the scoff of Pride, by Envy’s frown, 
And Povevly’s unconquerable bar, 

In life’s low vclo remote has pined alone, 

9 Tlicn dropped into the grave, unpitied Wl unknown ! 
r And 3"et the languor of inglorious days 
, Not efjually oppressive is to all ; 

^ Him, who ne’er listened to the voice of praise, 

The silencQ of neglect can ne’er appal. 

Ther^S ave;' who, deaf to mad Ambition’s call, 

Would slirihK to hear tho 'obstniperons' trump of 
Fame ; ? 

* Those aro the first fivoMnd the uinth stanzas of thd ZJinstrel, 
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Sapremely blest, if to their pcjftion fall 
Health, competence, and peace. Nor higher aim 
18 Had he, whose simple tale these artless lines proclaim. 
The rolls of fame [ will not now explore ; 

Nor need I h(3rc describe, in learned lay, 

Hoi^iortli the Minstrel fared in days of yore, 
flight glad of heart, though homely in array ; 

His waving locks and beard jill hoary gray ; 

Whilo from his bending Mionlder decent hung 
His harp, the sole companion of liis way,* 

•Which 1o the whistling wind responsive rung; 

27 And ever as ho went some merry lay. he .sung. 

Ffot not iltyseir, thou •'littering qliild of PritTe, 
That,a poor villager uifcn)ircs my strain ; • 

With thee let Pageantry and Power abide ; 

The gentle rinses haunt the Sylvan roigij,; 

Where througli >jiid groves at eve the lonely swain 
Enniptarcd roams, to gazo on Nature’s charnis ; 

. They hate the sensual, and scorn tbo*vain, 

TJie parasite their influence never warms, 
lit) * Nor liirfi whose sordid soul the love s»f gold alarms. 
Oh, Jiow caiist thgu renouyco the boundless store 
Of .charms which Nature to Iiet ^votary yields ! 

The warbling woodland, the resounding shore,* 
Tho*poiiip of groves, and garniture of fields ; 

All thftt the gcniul ray of morning gilds, 

• And all that ecliocs to the soiig of e.von, ^ 

All that the mountain’s sheltering bosom shields, 
And all the €rcad magnificence of Heaven, • 

45 0, how canst thou reuouncjTipil hiOpe to bo forgiven? 

• — Beattie. 

__ 

Cf. i—TliC hiU7>, liis s.>l«* jvjr.«ininK joy. 

• XHe Lai/ '■'/ t/iti Last Minstrel. 
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LIV. 

SWEET AUBURN. 

Sweet Anbarn ! loveliesi village of fclio plain, 
Whore bealth and plenty cheered the labouring swain, 
Where smiling spring its carlix st visit paid, 

And parting summer’s lingering bit^oms delayed ; 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence aik^i easdl 
Seats of iny youth, when every sport could please, 
How often have T loitered o’er thy green, 

Where humble happiness endeared each scene ! 
How often have I p^.nsed on every charm, 

10 The sheltered cot, the cultivated farm, 

The never-failing brook, the busy mill, 

The decent church that topped the ficighbouying liill, 
The hawthorn bush, {vHh seats beneath the shade, 
For talking ago and t/hispering lovers made ! 

How often have I bloused the coming day, 

When toil remitting lent its tvrn to play, 

And all the village train, fiVnn labour free, 

Led up, their sports beneath the spreading tree, 
While many a pastifho circled in the shade, 

20 The young contending as old surveyed ; 

And ma'hy a gambol frolicked o’er the ground. 

And sleights of art and feats of strength went round; 
And still, ashmen repeated pleasure tired, 
Succeeding sports the mirthful band inspired ; 
These wore thy cha ms, sweet village! sports like these, 
With sweet succession, taught e’en toil to please ; 

, These round thj» bowers their cheerful influence shed; 
These wore thy charms — but all these charms are fled. 

' In all my wanderings round this world of care, 

30 111 all my grjefs-— and God has given my share — 

I still had hopes, my latest hou|a to cirowij 
Amidst triosc huoilblo bowers to tfiy do\t'u ; 

To husband out life’s taper at the close, 

And keep the fldtne f^om wasting by reposef. 
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I still had liopcs — for pride alteuds ns still — 

‘ , Amidst tho swains to show rny book-learuod skill, 

^ Around my fire an evening group to draw, 

•And tell of all I felt, and all I saw ; 

• And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursug, 

, 40 Pai:\/;s to the pla^o from whence at first she flew, 

1 still haff hopes, my long vexations past, 

Here to return — and die at home at last. 

Sweet was the sound, when oft, at evening^s close, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 

There, as I passed with careless stops and slow. 

The mingling notes came softened frorm below ; 

Tl\p swain fesponsive aa the tnilk-tnaid sung, 

The sober herd that lowid to meet their young ; 
The noisy geese that galA)led o’er the pool, 

TiO The playful children jiast let loose from scJiool ; 

The watch-dog’s^oice that bayed the whispering wind, 
And. the loud langti that spoke tho vacant mind ; 
These all hi sweet confusipn sought tlfo shade, 

* And filled eacli pause the nightingale bad made. 

. Near jfiondor cop§e, wliore once the garden smiled, 
And still ^liere' many a garden^fiower growls wild; 
There, where -a few torn shruns tho place disclose, 
The* village preacheys modest mansion rose. 

' A man he was to all the country dear, 

(50 .And passing rich with forty pounds a year ; 
Remote*from town^ ho ran his godly race, 

• Nor e’er had changed, nor wishefTto change, his pface ; 
Unpractised he to fawn, or seek for power, \ 

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour ; 

Par other aims his hcaH had Iferfr^ied Jto prize, 

Mord sk^lcd tlie wrdtcjied then to rise. 

jtfis house vfas known to alhtlKJ vagrant h-ain, 
He^chid their wanderings,. tub relieved their pain; 

• • 13 » 
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Tbo long-remAnbercd beggar was bis gnosb, 

70 Whoso board descending swept his aged breast > 
The ruined spendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claimed kindred there, and Ijad his claims fiUoAvcd ; 
- . Tho broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talked night aWf^y, 

Wept o’er his wounds, or, tales of sorrow done, 
Shouldered hisorutchand showed how fi<dds were won, 
Pleased witli his gUests, the good man learned to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 

’ Careless their merits or their faults to scan,* 

8^, His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relievo Uaj wretched was his ])i‘ide, 

' And e’en his failin.j‘*s leaned to virtue’s side ; 

But in his dut}', prampt at every call, 

Ke watched and wepf, he prayed ami felt for all ; 
And, as a bird each fond eifdearment tries 
To tompt its new-fledgcd oflspring to the skies, 

He tried eacli arh; reproved each 'dull delay. 

Allured to brighter world^, and led the way. 

Beijide the bed where 'parting life was laid, 

90 And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by ti.rns disnmyed. 
The reveyiwid champion stood*. At liis control, 
Despair and anguisli fled tho struggling soul ; 
Comfort came d vvn the trembling \^rotch to raise, 
And bis last falteriilg a 9 cents whispered prtiise. 

, At church , with meek and unafFocted grace, 

^ His loo*ks adorned the venerable place ; 

' Truth from his lips prevailecj with double sway, 
And foojs, ^ijbo came to scoff, remained to pray. 
The sfjrviie pa3st, around tlip piou^man, 

100 With ready *z^al, each Ifones^ rustic rai^ ;* 

K’en ohildfrcTi Allowed, with endearing wile, 

And plucked his’gown^to share the goodmian’^ smile. 
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His ready smilo a parent’s wfA*mth expressed, 

* ^ Their welfare pleased him, and their cares distressed ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs wei’c given, 
.Blit all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 

, As some tall cfllf that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from tho^vale, and midway leaves the storm, 
Though if)und its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 
110 Kbernal smisliine settles on its head. 

Beside you straggling fence that skirts the way, 
With blossomed furze nuprofitably gay — 

•There, in hia noisy mansion, skilled to rule, , 

Tli«} village maAct' taught his little scihool ; 

A man scv^iro h# was, and stern to view, ^ 

1 tciiew him well, and every triiaiit knew j 
Well* had the boding trJlu biers learned to trace 
The day’s disasters in lus morning face ; 

Full w(dl they laugjied with counterfeited glco 
120 At all his jokes* fpr nyiny a joke had he ; 

Full well tlio busy whisper, circling round, 
Conveyed the dismal tidings when he frgwned ; 

Yet bo was kiiid^ or, if severe in aught, 

• The love he bore V> learning was in hiult. 

The vUlage all declared how^much lio knew ; — 
’Tvvas certain he cohld write, and cipher too ; 

Lands ho could measure, terms ahd tides presage, 

* And even the story ran, that ho could gauge. 

. In arguing, too, the psirson owned his skill, 

130 For e’en though vanquished, ho could argue still ; 

' While words of learned Icngth^nd thundering Sound 

Amazed, the gazing rustics ranged around, 

And still thc^ gazed, and still the wonder grew 
That one small head should darry all he knew* 

^ . Bnfc pajt is aj^lfiiifarae. TJie very s^ot, 

'^lere many a time he trinnyihed, is forgot. 
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ODE TO LEVEN WATER.* 

On LevcD*s banks, while ^vqo to rove, 

And tune the rural pipe to love. 

I envied not the happiest sw;ain 

That ever trod the Arcadian plain. * ^ 

Pure stream, in whoso transparent wave 
My youthful limbo I wont to lave ; 

No torrents stain thy limpid source, 

♦No rocks impede thy dimpling course, 

That sweetly warbles o’er its bed, * 

With white round polished pebblts spread j 
While, lightly poiae^l, the scaly brood 
In myriads cleave tHy crystal flood ; 

Tl|e springing trout in* speckled pride | 

The salmon, monarch of* the ‘tide; 

The ruthless pike, intent dn war, 

Tho^ silver eel, aiM mottled pai\ '' 

Devolving from thy parent lake, 

A cbarjning maze thy wafers make,, 

By bowers of birch and groves of ijiuo, 

20 And hedges floWered with eglantine. 

Still on Uiy hanks so gaily green, 

May nuraeroas he^ds and flocks be seen ; 

And lasses chanting o’er the pail, 

And shpphei;^s piping in the dale j 
An ancient faith that knows no guile, 

* And industry embrowned with toil \ 

And hearts resolved and hands pi’opared, 

The blffisiugs they enjoy to guard ! 

* • * h * • *^i3mollctL 

« f* ^ . 

* First publ^bei in Uut^phrey Clinher, 1771. 
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LVI. • 

TWO SISTER ARTS. 

In silent gaze, the tuneful choir among, 

. Half pleased, half blushing, lot the Muse admiw?, 
While Bentley* leads her sister art along, 

And bids th^ pencil answer to the lyre. 

See, in fhoir course, each transitory thought, 

Fixed by hia touch, a lasting essence take ; 

Each dream in Fancy’s jfiry colouring wrought, 

8 To local symmetry and life awake ! 

•, The tardy rhymes, that used to linger on, * 

To censure cold, and negligent of fame ; ^ 

Jji swiftef measures a^iimated run, 

And catch a lustre J^m his genuine flanio. 

Ah ! could they catch ois strength, his easy grace, 
His quick evoatipn, his unerring line 
The energy of’Pppe they might efface, 

10 And Dryden*s harmony submit to^mino. 

Bat not to one in this bhniglited age, * 

, Is that divinvjr inspiration given, 

* That burns in Sffakspeare’s or in Milton’s page, 

The pom;p and prodigality heaven. f 
As, when conspiring in the diffi^ond’s blaze, ' 

The meaner gems that singly charm the sight 
TqgtJther dart their intonniugled rays, 

24 And dazzle wiih a luxury o£ light. 

Enough for me, if to some ftjcllng fireast 
My Ijnes a secret sympathy imlwirt, * 

And, as thoA’ pleasing influence flows confessed, 

‘ A sigh of soft refl()ctk>n»lu}42\e*tl)p heart. — Qfay. 

I'hesc^’orse^fti’o tffe illuetraiions JJentlcy for tho edition of 
Gray's Poems in 1753 ^ see page 73 . The torn ,nid unfinished manuscript 
was found by Mason after tac noct's dc^th imd publislied in his Life of 
Gray, 1 / 74 . * 




102 


AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[be. IK 


LVll. 

PROM HETAIjIATION* 

Of old, wLen Scavroii hia companions invited, 

Each gaesfc bronght his dish, and the feast was 
Tinited ; 

If our landlord supplies us wHh \xiot and with fish, 
Let each guest bring himself, and hd brings the best' 
dish. ... 

Our Dean sliall ho vniison, just fresh from the plains, 
Onr Burket shall be tongue, with a gnfrriisli of 
brains. . . « 

Our Garrick*s a saLid ; for in him wo see ‘ 

''Oil, vinegar, sugar, and .saJtdess agree ; 

To mako out the din/»er, full certain 1 am 
10 Thai Ridge is aucholy, and Rc}'i)()lds Iamb ; 

Thvt Hickey^s a cajx)D, and by the same rule 

^Magnanimous Goldsmitira gooseberry fool 

Here lies onr good Bdirmnd,t whoso genius was 
puch, 

We scarcely can praise it, or blame it, too much ; • 
Who, born for the universp, narrowed his inyid, 
And to party ^gavc up what was me^nt for mankind. 
Though fraught with aU'lcaiming, yet straining his 
‘ throat, 

To persuade Tommy TownshendJ to lend Iiim a vote; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, still went*e,n reining* 
20 And thought of conviiiciilg, while tfiey thought of 
dining 

..Though C(fUal to all things, for all things unfit, 

Too nice for a sHtesman, too ]5rond for a wit; 

* (jlol'lpniith an(1^ eonio of htrf ISionilH occa>ion.'illy dined at St- Jaincn* 
OofFce-hous*‘. Ouo day it waa propohod t <5 v^rite epiWjtplit:»ou him ; his 
country, dialcot, person furiUshoil Hubjecls dr' wttjei8|i. wuj’cnitcd 
on for reiaiiafwri, and ait tVrir ncs:t mooting prlldiiced this poem, 'fhert^ 
are 1 Mi line;?, hut it is uulinhlivl as (JoldsniitliL died hohue cornplriing it. 
•■f Kdmund Burke. J M. V. fur WhiWhureU, after wards JiO^i Byduoy. 
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For a patriot too cool ; f*'r a# drudge disobedient ;* 
And too fond of the right to pursue tlio expedient. 

In short, 'twas his fate, unemployed, or in place, sir, 

• To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. . , . 

Hero lies l5avid Garrick, describe him who can, 
Ajy'abridgmerjt of all that was pleasant in man ; 

As an actor, confessed without rival to shine ; 

30 As a wit, if not tirst, in the very first line ; 

Yet, with talents like those, and an excellent heart, 
i’he man had his failings, a dupe to his art, 

• liike an ill- judging beauty, his colours he aproad, . 
-^nd beplasterod with rouge his o\wi natural rod. 

On the s^age lie was^jatural, simple, affect Ag; 
*Tvvas only that, wheuAhe was off, he was acting. 
Wilh no reason on earl^h to go out of his way, 

He turned and he varied full ten times ^ day ; 
Though .secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly sick, 
40 If. they wore not his*own by finessing and trick ; 

Ho casir off his friends, ^as a huntsnTaii his pack, 

For ho knew when ho pleased ho could whistle thorn 

Of praise a mere glutton, he swallowed what came, 
And the puff of a^dunce h^ mistook it for fame ; 

Till his relish grown callous, dVriosfc to disease, 

Wlio peppered the highest, was sare.st to please. 

]^ut let us be candid, and speak out onr mind, 

If duftices applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys,* a«d \’\^oodfallst s« giave, 
50 What a commerce w^as yours, while yon got and you 
gave ! ^ ^ ^ 

How did Grub-street ye-poJio the shouts that you 
^ .raised, ^ 

Whill he wns be-Rosciased", hnd yon were bepraisod ! 

* llutfh Kolly, author g)f Falseh>eUrucyy ^o. Died 1777. 
t Wiliiaiii Woodfall, prioter ^ihoMomyng Chronicle, Die 
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Bat peace to Lii spirit, wliorever it flies, 

To act as an angel and mix with the skies ; 

Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill, 
Shall still be his flatterers, go where ho will, 

Old Shakspeare receive him with praise and with 
love, 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. . . 
Hero Keynolcls is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
GO He has not left a w'jser or better behind ; 

His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 

His manners wore gentle, complying, and bla.icl ; 
Still born to improve us in every part, 

^llis pencil our faces, bis mahhors 6ur heart ; 

To coxcombs averse, ^Vet most civilly steering, 
When they judged wfthout skill, he was still hard 
li oaring ; 

When tlioy talked of their Raphaels, CoiTeggios, 
and stulT, 

He shifted his trarauet,* and only took snufF, 

— Goldmuth\ 


LViir. 

TO THE CUCKOO. § 


Hail, beauteous stranger of the grove, 
Thou messenger of spring ! 

Now heaven iepai‘M thy rural seat, 
And woods thy welcome sing. 

What time the daisy decks the green 
. Thy copfain voice we hear ; 

Hast thou a star to guide thy p;ith, 

8 Or mark the rolling year ? 


* Sir Joshua Heynolda was deaf and nsod an ear. trump 
§ ** Magical stanzas of piotur^'^ melody, and sentiment.'* I. p'Israoli. 

Wordsworth's verses To tue C ^^clcoo should be read along with these. 
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Delightful visitant ! with theft 
I hail the time of flowers, 

And hear the sound of music sweet 
From birds ^moxig the bowers. 

The school-boy wandering through the wood, 

To puU the primrose gay, 

Starts, the new voice of spring to hear, 

1^ And imitates ihy lay. ^ 

What time the pea puts pn the bloom, 

\ Thou fliest thy vocal vale, . 

Atf annual guest in other lauds, ^ 

^Aiiothe^ spring to liiiil. 

Swcjt bird, thy bower^' ever green, 

The sky is ever cleari| 

Tliou liast no sorrow^iu thy song, 

24 No winter in* thy year. 

Oh, ‘could T fly, l^d fly with tlico ! 

Wo’d make with joyful wing , 

Qur annual visit o*er the globe, 

Comikinious of*thc spring, -^Lorjaru^ 

• ’ LIX. ** 

ON THE BEAT 11 OV 1)U, BDUEllT LEVET. 

A Pnicttner of Phi/sic, 

CoNDElif.NED to HupcV delusivo mine, 

As on we toil from day to ^ ♦ 

By sudden blasts or slow decline,^ 

Our Bociaheomforts drop away. 

Well tried tlirough many a Varj'iDg^ycai*, 

• ^l5eo povctH^^lke grave descend, , 

^ The Cv.rhoo is also aitributod to Miohbef Brnce, but the claim of 
Logau to its authoi’ship has lafov rec^ntlj* established by Mr. Laiog. 



106 


AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[bk. it. 


, Officious, iuuobent, sincere, 

8 Of every friendless name the friend. 

Yet still lie fills affection’s eyo, 

Obscurely wise and coarsely kind, 

Nor, lettered Arrogance, deny 
Thy praise to merit unrefined, t ' 

When fainting nature called for aid, 

And hovering death prepared the blow, 

His vigorous remedy displayed 
10 The power of art without the show. 

^In misei^y’a darkest cavern known, 

His useful care wai^ ever nigh, *’ 

Where hopeless ang^’lsh poured his gro.an, 
And lonely want rlitired to die. 

No summons, mocked by- chijl delay, 

No petty gain disdained by pride ; 

The modest wants of every day, 

21 The toil of every day supplied. 

His virtues walked their narrow round, 

Nov made a pause, nor loft a void ; 

And sure the Eternal Master found 
The single talent well employed. 

The busy day, the peaceful night, • 
Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; • 

, His frame wav firm, his powers wore bright, 
32 . Though .now his eightieth year was nigh. 

Then, with no Sery, throbbing ’pain, 

No cold ^rrfdlitcons of decay, 

Death broke at once the vtW/chain,|[ 

And freed his soul the nearest way.— 1782. 
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WHAT CONSTITUTES A STATE? 

What constitutes a State ? 

.Not high-raised battlement or laboured mouud« 
Thick wall i9v moated gate ; 

Not cities proud^with spires and turrets crowned ; 

Not bftys and broad -armed ports, 

Where, laughing at the storm, rich navies ride ; 

Not starred and spang^d courts, 

Where low-brovved baseness wafts perfume to pride. 
• No : — Men, high-minded men, 

10 W4th powers as far above dnll bimtq^ endued 
Til forefi^., bralce oi^ 4 cn, 

As beasts excel cold rq^s and brambles rutje ; 

Mbn, who their dutk^s know, 

But know thoir rights, and, knowing, dare maintain, 
Prevent the Jong* aimed blow, ' 

And crush the t^tantj while they rend the chain : — 
Thcse#constituto a State I • 

And sovereign Law, that State’s collected will, 

, • O’er Jthrones and globes elate, ^ 

20 Sits emyress, crowning good, repressing ill. 

Smit by her sacked frowi?, 

Tlib fiend, Dissension, like a vjfi>our sinks ; 

• And even the all-dazzling Crown 
• Hirfes 1 1 is faint itiy.s, and at hei* bidding shrinks. 
Such was this heaven-loved isle, 

Than Lesbos fairer and the tSretfsm *shoro ! * 

No more shall freedom smile # 

Shall Britons languish, ahd be men no more ? 

Since all must life reSig^, * » 

30 '“Tjjfioso jiweet*r5wilrds which? (Jecorati? the bravo 
’Tis folly to decline, ^ * ’ 

^ And steal inglorious to^Hie Hlent grave. — Jone$, 
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FUOM Table Talk, 

In front of theso came Addison. In Lim 
Humoar, in holiday and sightly trim, 
Sublimity and Attic taste combined, 

To polish, furnish, and delight the mind. 

Then Pope, as harmony itself exact, 

In verse well-disciplined, complete, compact. 
Gave virtue and m\>rality a grace, 

That, quite eclipsing pleasure’s painted face, 
Levied a tax of wonder and applause, 

10 Kv*n on the fools that t^ainpled on their laws. 
%ut he (his. musical finesse was such, 

Go nice his ear, so o^^.Iicato his touch) 

INfade poetry a mere .iiochanic art, 

Ard every warbler has ins tune by heart. 
Nature imparting her satiric Jjift, 

Her serious mirth, to Arhutlnwt and Swift, 

AVith droll sobriety they raised a smile 
At folly’s cost, themselves oninovod the wliile. 
That coiistellation set, thetAvorld in vain 
‘JO Must hope tojoqk upon their like again. . . . 

Conternpovario.s all surpassed, see one, 

Short his career, indeed, but ably run. 

Churchill, himself unconscious of his powers, 

In penury consumed his i4,le hours, . 

And, like a sc'^J-tered seed at nindoin sown, 

AVas left to spring by vigour of his own. 

"Lifted at length, by dignity of thought 
And dint of gcoios, to an affluent lot, 

He laid Oils Read iu luxury’s soft lap,^ 

30 And to5k too cfi'en there his easy najp. v 
If brighter beai^s-than all ho threw Tiot forth, 
'Twas negligence ih him, not want of worfh . . 
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Surly and slovenly, and bold find coarse, 

Too proud for art, and trusting in more force, 
Spendthrift alike of money and of wit, 

'Always at spe^d, and never di’awing bit, 

He struck the lyre in such a careless mood, 

And' so 4isdaiii(fd the rules ho understood, 

The laurel seemed to wait on his command, 

4i) He snatclicd it rudely from fho Muses* band . . . 

•Pity Religion has so seldom found 
*A skilful guide into poetic ground ! ^ 

Tht* dowers would spring where er^'^he deigned to 
And evor}^m\ist? her in her way. \stray, 
Vn tne indeed meets a rhyming friend, 

AndViany a coniplimei^ politely penned, 

J5ut unaitii’ed in tliai> becoming vest ^ 

Religion weave* for her, and half nndrc.ssed, 

Stands in the desert sliivering and forlorn, 

*50 A vv in tr}/* figure, like a withered tliorn. 

The shelves are ^iill, all other themes arc sped, 
•ifackneycd and worn to the last tlim«y thread ; 
Satire long since done lys i'»est, and curst 
And loathsorlio Ribaldry lias dope his w'orst ; 

Fancy has sported all her powers away 
In tdes, in trities, and in children’s play ; 

* An(l 'tis the sad c(jmpiaint, and almost true, 
Whate’er we write, we briugJ*orth nothing nw. 
*Twere new indeed to see a bard ajl fire, 

CO Toucheef witlj^ a coal from Heaven, assitme tlm lyre, 
And tell the world, still JkiyfiliVig»a^ ho sung, 

^ JVith njore il^ikijiryortal rau«m on his^tongue, 

Tifht Tii whe^died below, and^'reli?*is above, 

Inspires tho song, and that* hi^ name is Love. 

* ' • \ — Coivper, 
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' LXII. 

TO AHTOUN. 

0 Autumn, laden with fruH. and stained 
With the blood of the grape, pass not, bat sit 
Beneath my shady Eoof ; theiyp thou maygt rest, 

And tune thy jolly voice to my fresh pipe, 

And all the daughters of the year shall dance ! 

Sing now the lusty^song of fruits and flowers. 

“ The narrow bud opens her beauties to 
The sun, and love runs in her thrilling veins*; 
^JBlossonis hang round tVo bi;ow8 of Morning, and 
10 Flourish down the bright cheek modesbKve, 

Ihll clustering SumiSer breaks forth into singing, 
And feathered cloud^ strew flowers ronnd her head. 

If 

The Spirits of the Air live on the smells 
Of fruit; and Joy, with pinions light, roves round 
The gavdens, or sits singing in the Jbreos.^* 

Thus sang the jolly Autumn as he sat ; 

Thou rose, girded himself, ^and o’er tlic bleak. 

Hills fled from our sight; but left his golden load. 


LXIIT. 

. TO THE EVENI>p STAR. 

Thou fa1rT.haiTt?d Angel of the Evening, 

Now, whiwt the sun rests on the mountains, light 
Thy bright tor^ h of love, thy i^diant crown 
Put on,janfl^Sntile npon our evening bed ! 

Smile «n our lores ; and, wMIb'thon^ rawest 
Blue curtaiuB af the sky, scatter thy silver dew 
On every flowtrr iliat shdts its sweet eyes • 
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In timely sleep. Let thy West Wind sloop on 
Tho lake ; speak silence with tby glimmering eyes, 

^ And wash tho dusk with silver. — Soon, full soon, 
Dost thou withdraw ; then tho wolf rages wide, 
And i/ho lion glrires through the dan forest. 

The fleedbs of our docks are covered with 

Thy sacred dew ; protect thcpi with thine influence ! 

lxivT 

ACTION TUK LIFE OF NATURE^ 

JBv ceasttless dlhiioi^all that is subsists. 

Constant rotation of th^.4iR wearied wheel, • 
That*Naturo rides upon# maintains her health, 

Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads # 

An instant's paJlise, and lives but while she moves. 
Its 0 wn rovolvcticy upholds tho world. 

Winds fi^ra all quarters agitate the air,. 

And fit the limpiii element for use, 

•Disc noxious ; oceans, rivers, lakes, irtid streams, 

10 All feci rtie freshening irapn^soj and ai^e cleansed 
By restless undulation ; e’en thfj^oak 
Thrives by tho rude concussion of tho storm ; 

, He s^ms indeed indignant, and to feel 

*The impression of^he blast with proud disdain, 

. Frowning, as if in his unconseious^arm « 

He held the thunder; but tho mo»aix3h owet^ 

His stability to what he scoi’us, 

• More fixed below, tlie-mare, disturbed above. 

J.'ho4avij by whj/iliuall creatiyes else are bound, 

20 Bibds nian, the lord of all. # * 

The Tafik, Bk. J. 




112 


AN ENGLISH ANTflOLOGIf. 


[bk* II. 


h\V. 

THE POSTMAN. THE FIRESIDE IN WINTER. 

Hark ! ’ti.s tbe twanging horn ! 0*er yonder 
bridge, . 

That with its wearisome butt needful length 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Secs her nii wrinkled face reflected bright, 

He comes, the herald of a noi.sy world, 

With spattered bocts, strapped waist, and frozen 
locks, 

^jNews fiom all nations Imnberiiig at his hack. 

True to his charge, the close-packed load behind, 
jTet careless what hr brings, his one copceru 
JO Is to conduct it to the destined inn, 

Ai.d, having dropped the expected bag, pass on. 

He whistles as bo goes, ligjit-hearted wretch, 

Cold and yet cheerful ; messenger of gribf 
Pcrha}is to thousands, and of joy to some, 

To him indifferent whether grief or joy. 

Houses in ashes, and the iall of stoclvs, 

Births, deaths, ^nd marriages, epis?lcs wet 
With tears*tliat trickled down the writer’s checks 
Fast as the periods from his fluent quill, 

20 Or charged with amorous sighs of abst..'t swains, 
Or nymphs responsive, equally affect 
His lioi‘8e*and''iiim, unconscious of them all. 

VBut oh the important budget ! ushered in 
With such her rt-shaking musid, who can say 
What its 'tidings ? have our troops awaked ? 

Or do vhey styb as if witk djnVim diugg^d, 

Snore to the ifair^murs of the Atlantic wave ? 
la IndiB 'r guc: does she wear her plumed 
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And jewelled turban with a t^nile of peace, 
tiO Or do we grind her still ? The grand debate, 

• The popular harangne, the tart rei)ly, 

Tho logic, anAtlie wisdom, and the wit, ^ ‘ 

And the loud laugh — I long to know them ail; 

X Wrii tt set i)ie imprisoned wranglers free, 

And give tlicm voice and utterance once again. 

Now stir the lire, and ^ose the shutters fast, 

Jjt*t fall the cnrtaii»s, wheel tho sofa round, 

• And while the bubbling and loud-liissing urjp.^ 
Tlw’ows up a stoainy column, and flip cups 
-10 That chooii Iniiliot ife^briato, wait on each, ♦ 

So let us welcome pcaep.^iftl evening in. — 10^ Bk. iv. 

• 

r.xvt. 

MKtnTAT^OX IN W7XTRU. 

'ruR night was# winder in his roughest mood, 

The iiiorping sharp and clear. But#.iow at noon, 
Upon the southern side of tho slant hillS, 

And where the vtoods fence off the northern blast, 
'rijo season smiles* rcsigningoll its rage, 

And has the^ warmth of Ma^. Tho vault is blue 
Without a cloud, and white wdfflM)ut a speck , 

. Tho dazzling splendour of the scene below. 

Ag^i the harmony comes o^or tho vale, 

10 And through tho trees 1 view tlio ombattlod tower 
Whence all tho music. I agitin p^irt!eivo • 

The soothing infliienoo of tho waf^Jcd strains^ 

And settle ii# soft musings as I tread 

Tho walk, still verdant, #ind<h*^aks and elms, 

— WlftjseJjpnisprt^i^tbranehes* pverarclutho glade. 

Tfie ro4f, though moveable through all its length 
tho wind sways* il, haifydi well suftioed, 

• 15 
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And intercepting in their silent fall 

The frequent iiakes, has kept a path for mo. 

20 No noise is hero, or none that hinders thought. 

The redbreast warbles still, but is content 
* With slender notes, and more than half suppressed ; 
Pleased with his solitude, aufl flitting light 
From spray to spray, where’er he I’csts he shakes 
From many a twig the pendent drops of icc. 

That tinkle in the i^^ithered leaves below. 

Stillness, accompanied with sounds so soft, 

Charms more than silence. Meditation here 
May thihk down hours moments. Hero the heart 
30 May give a useful lesson to the head, ^ 

And Learning wiser '^ow without his books. 
Knowledge and Wisdom, far from being one, 

oft-times no connenon. Knowledge dwells 
In heads replete with thoughts of other mon, 
Wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 
Knowledge, a rude Unprofitable mass, 

The mere materials with wlfich Wisdom builds, 

Till smoothed and squared and fitted to its place, 
Does but encumber whom it seenis to enrich. 

40 Knowledge Jij proud that he lias leaimcd co much ; 
Wisdom is humble that he knows no more. 

Books are not st’ Jom talismans and speMs, 

By which the magic art ofi shrewder wits 
Holds an i^ntbii.king multitude enthralled. 

(Some to tbs fascination of a name 
Surrender judgment, hoodwinked. Some the stylo 
Infatuates, and through labyrinths and wilds 
Of orrov; leads them, by a tTll^-»'‘Gnt^a^^cedi ~ 

With lines 29 to 41 conqia^o the extract from Comw, lines 40 to 
66 j and Quurlos’ IVisdom jind JCnotiMge, i 
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Whilo sloth seduces more, toft weak to bear 
The insupportable fatigue of thought, 

And swallowing therefore, without pause or choice, 
The total gris^ unsifted, husks and all. 

But trees, and rivulets whoso rapid course 
Deiics tl^e clieck of winter, haunts of deer, 

And sheep- walks populous with bleating lambs, 
And lanes in which the primrose ore her time 
Ppops through the moss fhai clothes the hawthorn 
root, • 

Deceive no student. Wisdom there, and Tidtli, 
Not shy as in t]^o wayld, and to bo won 
135r slow sSlicitation, sei^ at once 
Tho/oving thought, aifti fix it on themselves. 

*—//>. Bk. vi. 
. ^ 

» 

» 

, TO Til E MOON. » 

• » 

Qitren of the silver bow ! by thy pale beam, 

* Alon^ and pensive, T delight to styay, 

And watch thy shadow treirjbUng in the stream, 

Or mark the floating clouds that cross thy way ; 
And, while I gaze, thy mild aiiS^fiacid light * 
Sheds a soft calm upon my troubled breast ; 

And^ oft I think, fair planet of the night, 

That in thy orb' the wretched may have rest ; 

The sufferers' of the earth perhap^Tmay go, 

Released Irf death, to thy benignant splieifc, 

And the sad children of Despair and Woe 
For^t, in thee, their bnp of SKJrroiv hero. 

’ ^ *01{! th^ /sfton may reaph thy Vorld serene, 
Poor wearied jiilgrim^n this toiling scene ! 

^Charlotte 8mWi. 
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‘ TAVni. 

S(^irOOL.J)AVS. 

Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise. 

We love the ])lay-placo of* oiii parly days ; 

The scene is touching, anti the heav^ is stone 
Tliat feels not at that sight, tintl feels at'xono. 

The 'wall on which we tiied our graving skill, 

Tho very name we carved subsisting still ; 

The bench on which wo sat while deep employed, 
Though mangled, hacked, and hewed, uol y/'t de- 
stroyed; 

vThe little ojies, nnlmtt^< .iV'tl, gh)\vi»ig hot, 

It) Playing our game‘s, 'and on the very sj)ot ; 

As hapi>y as we oncOj^ to knerd and ilraw 
Tho chalky ring, and knucklo down at taw ; 

To pitch tho ball into the gio;indod hat. 

Or drive it devious wdth a dexterous pat ; 

The pleiising s[»echj^ele at once excites 
Such recollection of our own delights, 

Tliat, viewing it, wo seem afrnost to pbtain’ , 

Our innocent, sw^ecl, simph* \(*ars again. 

Tills toiid attachment to the well-knowMi place, 

‘26 Whence lirst vo f-tarted into life’s long vAco, 
Afaintains its Ijoh^ with .such unfailing sway 
Wc f<*cl it even in age,. and at our lat^s^May.* 

* — Cuwper^s Tlroriniuui, 

V ' 

, nxr\ 

\1\N WAS MADE TO MOl\<N. 

When chill iJ'fovehaher’s surly blast 
Madb fields ^and forests halt’^e," 

One evening,* ife T wandered forth 
Along the bSnksr^of Ayr, 



SECT. IV.] MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 


I spied a luan, whose aged sfc^]» 

Seemed weary worn with earc ; 

Ilis face was furrowed o’er with years, 

8 * And lioary yas his hair. 

‘ Young stranger, wliither waiidercst thou 
Began ♦the reverend sago ; 

‘ J^ocs thirst of wealth Uiy step constrain, 
Or youtlifiil [)]oasnre’s j'ago? 

Ch' haply, pl*f^sscd witli cares and woes, 

• Too soon thou liast began 
T<i^ wander forth, \Yifl) me, to monru^ 

1(> The ini%erie^^^)f 

The sail tluit ovorliangg‘/on moors, 
Ont-spreading far ani wide, 

Wliero liundrcda labdai* to sa]>port 
A haughty Idrd ling’s pride ; 

Tver seen yon weary winter-snu 
Twice 1 * 0 riy times return ; 

And eveiy time has added proofs, 

24 • That tnan was made to mourn. 

O !Man ;*whije in thy early ^eefrs, 

How prodigal of time ! • * 

• Mis-sponding all thy precious hours, 

•JJ^y glorious youthful prime ! 

Alternate follies take tliosway ; 

Licentious passions burn , • * * 

Which tenfold foi’ce give nature’s* law, 

32 That Man •was made to mourn. 

Look not alone in youthTu? pnijjie, • 

^CJr iijhtiho^cl'^ ifctive mlght^; • 

Man then is useful to his kii«l,' 

• A 

•Suppoi’ted in his right? • 
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But see him on the edge of life, 

With cares and sorrows worn, 

Then age and want, oh ! ill-matched pair ! 
40 Show Man was made to 

A few seem favourites of fate, 

In pleasure's lap caressed ; ' 

Yet, think not all the rich and great 
Are likewise truly blessed. 

But, O ! what crowds in every land, ' 
All wretched and forlorn, 

Through weary life this lesson learn ’ 
48 *1 That Man was mad// “to mburn.^ 

t 

Many and sharp thSf numerous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 

Mpre pointed still wo ihake ourselves 
llogret, remorse, and shanfo ! 

And Man, whose heaven-erected face 
Tlio smiles of lovo adorn, 

Man’s inhumanity to man , 

50 Make^i countless thousands monriY ! 

See yonder p6ori o’er-laboured vyight, 

So abject, 'mean, and vile, 

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil ; V. 

And see his lordly fellow-».vorm 
‘ The po<»:’ petition spurn, 

‘ Unmindful, though a weeping wife , 

04 And lielplefaT offspring mourff. 

If I’m designed j^oii lordlin^’s slavo-^ 

By n^ture*s4*>w designed-*- * " 

Why was an irfdependent wish 
E’er, planted' in Aiy mind ? 
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If not, why am I subject to • 

His cruelty or scorn ? 

Or why has Alan the will and power 
72 ' To make his^ fellow mourn ? 

* Yet, let not this too much, my son, 

Disturb tliy yOuthful breast ; 

Tins pai*tial view of human kind, 

, Is surely not the Iasi ! 

The poor, oppressed, honest man, 

Had never, sure, been*bori), 

•Ua^ there not been some recompense 
80 To comfort tlvpso tJjat mourn ! 

1 'A 

O lileath ! the poor many dearest friend, 

The kindest and the teat ! 

Welcome the hour my a^cd limbs 
Are laid with thee at i*est ! 

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleasure torn ! 

But, O ! a blest i^elicf to {hoso 

88 .That weary-laden mourn/ — Burnts, 

. • , » 

. ‘LXX. 

• OF A YOUNG LADY. 

' SwEKT stream, that winds through yonder glade, 

. Aptr'Cudjlem of a virtuous maid ; — 

Silent and chaste Aie steals along, 

Far from the world’s gayrbusy thrSng ; 

With gentle yet prevailing foi ce, 

' Intent upon her destined course ; ^ 

Gi*accful and useful all she'docK^ * 

■'Blessing and JiAdSfc* where’er jfbp goes * 
Pure-bosomed as th^t wateyy |jlass, 

And Heaven reflected in lA'i* fhce. , . — Cotvper. 
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[bk. tu 


LXXI. 

BRUCE TO HIS ARMY. 

Scots, wha hae \vi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham liruco baa oflonjcd ; 
Welcome to your glory bod, 

Or to victory ! 

Now’s tlio day, ami now’s the lioiir, 
Sec the front of battle lour; 

See approach proud Edward's power, 

8 Chains and slarcry ! 

' Wha will be a traitor- knave ? 

Wlia call fill a cowai'd’s.ffravc ? 

Wha sae base as be a hlave ? 

’ Lob him turn flee ! 

Wha, for Scofland’sddug and Jaw, 
Freedom’s sword would strongly draw, 
Freeman stand or freoniau fa'^', 

10 Lot him follow me ! 

lly oppression’s wofjsaiid pains, 

I5y your sons in servile flj;dns ! 

Wo wiU drain our dearest^, veins. 

But they, sljall bo free ! 

-j 

Lay the proud usurper low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
liiborty’s in every blow', 

24 Let us do, or die! — 

* ^ ^ r.xxii. 

A* DREAM. 

* Once a dream did weave a shmje 
O’er iny aT^gel-,Tnarded bed, 

That aiS" eminot lost its way, , 

Where on graps^moth ought I lay. 
Troubled, wilderpd, and forlorn, 

Dark, beuight'ed, ti'avel-worn, 
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Over many a tangled spray, • 

. 8 All heart-broke, I heard her say : 

, ‘‘ Oh my children ! do they cry, 

‘Do they hear t^eir father sigh ? 

Now they look abroad to see, 

No\v rciam and weep foi* me.*' 

Pitying, I dropped a tear ; 

But I saw a glow-worm^near* 

WJiio replied, “ What wailing wjght % - , 

16 Calls the wat<;hman of tfie night ? 

•J am set to light the ground, 

While the beetle goes his round : 

Ttnpw now the beetle’s l^nm ; 

LiUlg wanderer, hie th^c homo ! ** 

• --Bhhe. 

* I 

, iTxxtii. 

. 'JIMK AND SORROW, 

O TfME ! who know’st a hmient hand to lay 
►Softest on Sorrow’s wound, and slowly thence 
‘(ladling to sad repose the weary sense) 

The faint pang steakst unpe»;ceived away ; 

On thee I rest my only hope at last, 

And think, when thou hast dried the bitter tear 
That flows in vain o’er all my soul held dear, 

• T mdy ^pok back on every sorrow past, 

And meet life’s pedcoful eveiung with a smile — 
As some lone bird, at day’s departing hour, 
Sings in the sunbeam, of the tninsiont shov/er 
• Forgetful, theiugh its wings arc wet the while 
Yet ah ! how much must Ibilt popr h.;art endure, 
Which l^pcs |rcrm ’ihoe, and tl\oo aloifo, a cure ! 

• ' ^Bowles» 

Vi * ^ . 
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^ LXXIV. 

SONNET TO MARY UNWIN. 


Mary ! I want a lyre with other strings, 

Snchaid from liearen as don^e have feigned they 
drew, 

An eloquence scarce given ta mortals, new 
And nndebased by praise of meaner 'things, 

That ere through age or woe T shed my wings 
I may record thy 'v^ith with honour due. 

In verse as musical as thou art true 

And that immortalizes whom it sings , 

A at thou hast little need. There is a Booh 
.By seiYL^hs writ with l^dOus of heavenly light, 
bn which the eyes ^f 6 od not rarely looK.^ 

A chronicle of actio/fs^just and bright—, 

There all they deeds, miy faithful Mary, shine; 

Aivl since thou own’st that praise, I spare thee mine. 


LXXV. 


•—•Cowper, 


AT DOVER CLIFFS. 

On those white cliffs, that, calm above the flood, 
Uplift their shjidowing l\eads, and, at their feet, 
Scarce bear thp surge that has for, ages beat, 

Sure many a lonely wanderer has stood ; 

And, whilst 4 lie lifted murmur met his eai’, 

And o’er the distant billows the still eve 
Sailed slow, has thought of all liis hearhsUiust leavo 
To-morrow ; of the friends. he loved mbst dear; 
t Of social s9oriCSy» from which he wept to part ; 

But if, like mo, ho know bow fruitless all 
The thoughts that would full {[lin the past recall, 
Soon would,^,hq 9.aell the risings of his heart, 

And bra^e tli<i> wild winds and nnhearing tide,— 
The wor'id his 9cniiutry, and his ^od tiis gu^deT '* 

•^Bowles, 
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LXXVI. f 


HOPE. 

As ouc who, long by wasting sickness worn, 

Weary has watched the lingering night, and heard 
Heartless the carol of the matin bird 
Shinto his lonely porch, now first at morn 
Goes forth, leaving his melancholy bod ; 

He the green slope level meadow views, 
Dclightfal bathed wi^h slow-ascending dews ; 

Or marks the clouds, that o*er the mountain’s head 

I ’ ^ 

liA varying forms fantastic wander •yliitc ; 

Or tnr^s liis’car to^every random song, » 

Heard the green ri^e/s winding marge ^long, 
Th(f whilst each sense is steeped in still delight ; 
Witli such delight, o'er all my heart I feel, 

Sweet Hope I tli^ fragrance pure and healing 
jneense steal ! — Boides. 


nxxvn. 

I 

ON IHB UECEn’T OP MY MOTHER’S PICTUKR O^T OF NORFOLK* 
O THAT those lips had langnago ! Life has passed 
With me but roughly since I beard thee last. 
Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile I seoj 
The same that oft in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

“ Grieve not my chHld, chase all thy fears awaj !’* 
The meek intelligence of those d#ar ejes 
(Blest bo the art that can immortalize, * 

* Tlio heart that battles Tirae’j tyninnic claim 
10 To quench it !) hero shineS on >ne slill the same. 
Fait'iful ijbmoihbT'aiiccs of pno so dear, 

0, welcome guest, ,l.hougb. uiicjcpected here ! 
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Who bidd’st nto honour with an artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long, 

I will obey, not willingly alone, 

But gladly, as the preempt were her own ; 

And, while that face renews Aiy filial grief, 

Fancy shall weave a charm for m / relief, 

Shall steep mo in Elysian reverie,-^ 

20 A momentary dream that thou art she. 

My mother ! wly)..* I learnt that thou wast dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
Hovered tliy spirit b*er thy sorrowing son, ^ 
‘’Wretch even then, life's journey just beg?.in ’r 
^ Ferhaps thou gavest me, tliQiigh nnfelt, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if igonfs can weep in blisy# * 

'All, that maternal BiA'ilo! It answers — Xes. 

1 heard the bell tolUd on thy burial day, 

I «aw the hearse that boro thee slow away, 

30 And, turning from my nurso'ry wiridow, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adion ! 

Bnt was it such P-rlt was, — Whore thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 

May I Jbut meet thee on that peacef^il shorfe, , 

The parting sound shall pass niy lips no more I 
Tliy inaidons,’ grieved themsclviis at my concern, 
Oft gave nue* promise of thy quick return*. 

What ardently I wished I long believed, 

And, disappoin t’d still, \vas still deceived. 

40 By expectation every day, beguiled ** 

/ .Dupe of ti^^iiwnow oven from a child. 

^ Tlius many a sad to-morrow came and w^enfc, 

* Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 
i learnt at, submission to my lot ; • 

But, thougipl less deploredjtboe,^^e’er forgot. 

Whore onc<? dwelt oiir*hft.nie is, heard no more, 
Childi*cn not Knqe have, trod my nursery floor; 
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And where the gardener Robb, day by day, 

Drew mo to school along the public way, 

50 Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped 
-111 scarlet mantle warm, and velvet-capped. 

• ’Tis now become a history little known, 

Th^t once we called the pastoral house our owu. 
Short-lived possession ! but the record fair 
That memory keeps of a^ll thy kindness there 
Still ont lives many a si 01**11 that has effaced 
A thousand other themes loss deeply traced. 

Th^ nightly visits to roy chamber made, • 

Thai then mighist know me safe andi warmly laid; 
00 Tl^/inornftjg bo&nties'urc^J left my home, 

The biscuit, or confectionety plum ; • 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks bestowed 

Jly thy own hand, till fresh they sliono ariJ glowed ; 

All this, and, rAoro endo'jnng still than all, 

Thy constant ilow of love, that knew no fall, 

NeVr roifghoncd by thoso eataracis and breaks 
That humour interposed too often makes; 

•All Ihisfjtill legible in memory’s pag#, 

And stilhto bo so to my lateii#t »ge, 

70 Adds joy to ’duty, makes mo gh\d to pay 
Such honours to thee as my nnmieers moy ; 

Poil^ips a frail memorial, but shieero, 

■ Not scorned in heaven, t lie ugh little noticed here. 

Could time, lii.s*fliglit revijrsed, restore the hours, 
When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued flowers, 
The violbt, the pink, and jessamine, • 

‘ I pricked thttm into t>a|»cr a^piu — 

(And i;^u w^st ha}»pior*tliari ntysell? the while, 
y^oxxld^ speak, miit stroke *my head and 

smile), ^ 
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80 Could those f^w pleasant days again appear, 

Might one wish bring them, would I wish them 
hero ? 

1 would not trust iny heart — the dear delight 
Seems so to bo desired, pcrh^ijis I might — 

But no — what here we call 9 ur life is such, 

So little to be loved, and thou so niuch, * 

That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirjfriato bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast, 

(The storms all weathered and the ocean crojised,) 
00 Shoots into port at some well-havencd isle, 

^ Where spices breathey^and hrightpr seasons smile, 
There sits quiescclit on the Hoods that sViow 
Her boautious form reQected clear below, 

While airs iuqiregu^te^ with incense pla.y 
Around her, fanning light h^r streamers gay ; 

So thou, with sails how tiwift ! hast reached the 
shore, 

‘ W'herc tempests lievcr beat nor billows roar,’* 

And tby loved consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life,’ long since, has an6horcd by 'thy side. ’ 

100 But mo, scarce hoping to attain iha^fc rest, 

Always freyrrj-port withheld, always distrfjssod, — 

Me howling winds diivo devious, tempest- tossed, 
Sails ript, sear s opening wide, and compass lost, ' 
And day by day some current’s thwaKing forde 
, Sets mo more distant from a prosperous course. 

^ But, oh thp thought that thou art safe, and he ! 

That thought is joy, annve whqt may to rao. 

My boast is 1 deduce my birth 

From Ibins Enthroned and r,,u]^r8 o£-^;^e .earth ; 

f ...! •»- « 

* ^%omJ^iivtlL*fi^Vispensary> 
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110 But higher far my proud preti^usious rise — 

* w \ The son of parents passed into the likics ! 

And now, farewell I Time uiirevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wished is done. 

By contemplatiSirs help, not sought in vain, 

I seemed to havq lived my childhood o’er again ; 

To have renewed the joys that once were mine ; 
Without the sin of violating tliine ; 

And, while the wings of' 7*ancy still are free, 

And T can view this mimjp show, of thee, 

120 Time has bnt half succeeded m his theft — • 

Th/self removed, thy power to soothe ifo left.*— 1700. 

— (X>wper» 

T.XXVHI. 

A wisif. 

» • 

Mine bo a cot beside* the hill ; 

A bee-hive’s hum Slialf soothe my car ; 

A willowy brook, that turps a mill, • 

With many a fall shall linger near. 

•The swallow, oft, beneath my thateli • 

Shall twitter from her clay-buiH/ nest; 

Oft shall the pilgrim lift tlic lat^h^ 

8 And share my meal, a welcome guest. 

AroU'«d my ivied porch shall spring 
Each Mgrant flower that drinks the dew ; 

And Lucy, at her wheel, shaB sing; • • 

In russet;gown and apron blue. * • 

The villagc-oJIurch anong the trees, 

Whore firsj^nr marrifCge^vowS ^vol’e given, 

With*mM^ pdkft «hall sweHthe breoee 
X6 And poifit wifti taper spii*© to ]J^aven. — JJogrey^. 
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^ L\XIX. 

TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 

Tuou lingering star, with lessening ray, 

That lovest to greet the early morn, 

Again tliou usherest in the thVy 
JVIy !Mary from my soul was t^rn. 

Oh Mary ! <leiir departed shade ! '• 

Wliere is thy place of blissful rest ? 

Seoht thou thy leva'? lowly laid ? 

8 Hearcst thou the groans that rend his Veast ? 
That sacred hour can 1 forgot, ^ 

' Can I forget the hallowed grove, 

Where 'by Ibe winding Ayr met, 

To live one da> ^of parting love^ ! 

Eternity will not elTace 
Those records deaj; of transports past ; 

Tljy image at our last embrace ; 
ir» Ah ! little thought we^twat our last ^ 

Ajr gurgling kissed his pebbled shore, 

OVrlfung with wjhl woods, thickening green ; 
The flagrant birch, and hawthorn hoir, 

Twined amorous round ilic raptured scono.. 

The flowers sprang wanton to beprest, 

The birds wrog love on every spniy, — 

Till loo, toQ.J»f)on, the glowing west 
2i Pioelaiined the speccl of winged day. 

Still oVr tlicsc oconos my memory wal^s, 

And fondly broods with, miser care ; ^ 

, Time but the impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 

'My ilary, dear departeil shade 

Wliere is^iliy^nlaeo of blissful .i)pst ? 

Seost tlkui thy lover lowly laiib? v 

32 Hear6st thou the groans 'that .vend ^lis breast ? 

^ ^ — Bum 
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SECTION V. (1798‘»-7l80e.) 

• IWX 

moM LiArs cojuposrv abovv y^iJsihUN Aum r 
• * > 

I have k iiri(d 

/Fo louk on tiafiur, nof nmn fho liour 
Olithonnhti ^onHi, bnfc^ 

s|.3 niifsio of.hnna^inity, # 

kaisli nor''gr.dmi^, tkougTi of ample povver^ 

To tiki'stcn iind subdne Aii<l T liavt felt 
A pjcsonco fliai distnibs mo with thejoj 
()t cl<»\ah'(l , a sonbo snblimo / 

()1 some thing lai fnoiif deopP^ into) lunoih ^ 

10 Whose (lj\dling is the light ot bot^ug buns 
Ami the lound ocean, and the living an,* 

.And the blue skyt «and m fcho mm3 of man , 

A iiiotio:y and a siniit that impels / 

All thinking things*, all objecK of all thought, 

And lolls through all tilings. Tfeeioloro am J.btill 
A lo\ 6 i of the meadows and the woods 
And niountaiiis, and o/ all that we behold 
Piom this gircn e%ith; of all the woi Id 

Of (30 and eai*, both what tlTcy litUVrtate • 

20 And what peiceive , well ploaseif lo lecogn^o 


Iv)itnj Billot If V'^tthwqith Jiicl Coluid^^o, 


^ Tn 170b ipiM'i ^ 

tlio pllrKl]H^*<oJy^r^ltu^'f tfie litfti Iciiij, jr7 h of He Aku n i 
ATa ? >0 and I»> W^dsw/rtb, I ^ tu > a i wile^ a}oi( 
Tiniiyiit irt fhc Baulk's tftU ,i7uj a «r, J ihj 13t/i, 


I 7 O 8 , Iroxn veluch the alx)vC is tiJkon 


17 


•/ 


i 
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In nature, and<tho language of the soiibc, ^ I " 
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the n^sjJ, ^ 
The guid^ the^gudMiah of my heart, and souJ 
Of all my moral being. ^ ^ ^ I ^ 

Nor, perchance, * ' 


If T were not thus taught, s}\oulu I the more 
Suffer rny genial spirits to decay ; ' * i ^ 

For thou art with mo here, upon the banks 
Of this fair river ; ^tiou, my dearest t rib'll 
30 ]My dear, dcai friend, and in thy voice 1 catch 
^ ^'lie language of my foimer lieart, and lead * 
My former pleasures in the shootiuQ liglif, 

Ot thy vsrild eyob.Vk Oh ! yet a litt b wlnf 
Hay 1 behold in thee .what I was once, f 
My dear, dear sister ] And thi^ pi aver I make, 
Kr.owing that Nature nbyer did betiay 
The heart that loved her; *tij^ her piivihge. ^ 
Through all the yeais of this our life, lo l<\id 
From joy to joy ; fer she can so int(iim 
40 The mind that is within us^bo impioss 
With quietness and bounty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts, that licit In r e\il tongnis, 
Hash jadgmeptSj^ nor tlio sneers ot sclfT^li men, 
Nor greetings were no kindness is, nor all 
The dreary int'^rcoiirsu of daily life, , 

Shall e’er prevail against ns, or disturb 
Onr cheerful fa\tir that all which wc behold 
Is full of blessings. There! ore let the moon ^ 
**^bine on thee in thy solitary walk ; 

TiO And let the mi^ty mountain-wiivJs be free 
To blov^‘ agaijnst tliee ; and, jq aft* •^yta.rs, 
When ccijt^ks" shall be ujatured 

Into a BobVi* pleach re, when thy mind 
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Shall be a mansion for all lorcly forms, 

Thy memoi’j bo as a dwelling-placo 

For all swoot sounds and harmonioa ; oh ! then. 

If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief, 

’ Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
Of^*ender joy vdirtCoii remember mo, 

GO And these my exhortations ! Nor, perchance 
If I should be where T no more can hear 
Thy voice, nor catcli frun? tliy wild eyes i lu\se gleams 
Of past cxistenco, wilt tlioii then forget 
* That on the hanks of this delightful stream* 
ritood together: and that T, so*h)ng 
A^/oi*shi/lpor ol* Nalilre, Jf^ithcr game, 

Unwearied in thatseiwiee; rather say * 

With wanner love, oh l^wiih far deeper zeal 
Of holier love. Noi^wilt thou Ihon forg(4, 

70 That) affer mafty ^wanderings, many years 
Of^abseueo, those steep woods and lofty cliffs, 

And Ihi^ green pastorahlandscajie, we^^g fo mo 
IMoro dear, both.for thomselvcs and for thy sake ! 

. • ^ * — W(fnhwj7tJf. 

^ TAXXI. • 

• SAVEET SOTTNDS’^* 

ArtOitNO, around, flew eaeli SAvdet sound. 

Then darted to the sun ; 

Slowlj' the sound came back again, 

Now mixed, now *0110 by one. 

Sometimes a-di^opping from the jflvy, 

1 lioar(> the skylark sing ; 

• Soraotime^ll little birds that are, 

How tW^cemeii to* fill the s^i and air 
8 JV'ith |neir gw&>r jargoning ! • 

■•^‘Proiu tho lUtiA of tkc 

^ (to • 
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And now ’twasoliko all instruments 
Now like a lonely flute ; 

And now it is an aui^erB song. 

That makes the heaveii ^ ho mute. 

It ceased ; yef still the sails uiftde on 
A pleasant noiso till noon, • 

A noise like of a bidden brook 
Til the leafy month rFiine, 

1ft That to the sleeping woods all night v, 
Singeth a qniet tnnr — 

lAXMl. f 

• THU HOLLY TRUr 

0 leader ’ Last thOu em' stood to see J" 

‘ The Holly Tieo? " 

The eye that contcm|dateH it well perc(MVOs 
Its glossy leaves, * 

Oidcred by an intelligc neo«so wise, 
d As might eon found the atheist’s sopliisti ies 
llolow, a eircling fence, its leaves are been 
W'rmkled and keen ; * 

No grazing cattle through their prigkly round 
Can 1 each to wound; 

But, as tliej grow where nothing is to fear, < 

12 Smooth and unarmed the pointless leave'* appear. 

% 

1 love to view these Iboigs with cuiiops eyes, ^ 
And moralize ; 

. , And in fhifc* wisdom of the Holly Tree 
\ Can f’mblema see, < 

* Wherewith iierchaiKH' to make a^ileasnnt rhynie, 
18 One whrh proiif m the aftei’**!jnio. 

Thus, tliougb ^bftiad pcrcKancC'l might ajjBioar 
Harsh and rphst^o ; ^ 
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To those, who on my loiuii</ would Intrude, 
Reseiwed and i ude, — 

Gentle or home amid iny friends IM bo, 

Like the hi«l^ loav(« upon the TTolly Tioe ; 
And should my youth, as youth is apt I know, 
vSomfj havsliiiess show, 

All VO in nsponties I dav by day 
: Woulirweariuay,*, 

T 11 the smooth tempo* ol my acfc should ho 
80 the hi^h haves upon tho Holly Tuo ^ 

'^^id as, wlicn all tlio summer tico'^.aio sk n 
fs) Inii/lit mul gu<»n, ^ > 

Holly ka\es a sohci^iue displi) , 

L s, hnt^ht thin thoy ; 

[hit, ^\honth^‘ bir<» *^mf \\jntr> woods we^see, 
80 What thin <-o | ho< tful ns the Holly Tiet' »■ 
So^s<'iious slioniif ray* youth appoir amoni* 

Tho tlion^htloss (hioi^ , * 

So would 1 seem amid tlie yoiin^and 15a v 
i\l 01 o^<yrave than they ; , 

That m^ny a<ro as eheertnl JL mnrlit he 
As the ^re» u winiiT of tho Dfolly Tree — ^ nt 


l WMfL 

% TPK 1 VND O’ [Mi: Lim. 

Thvf wi^iring aw,r,|rea,ii, 

Like snaw inIicu il^s^thaw, eflMii, 

I^Sn woaijiig awa’ 

To the laml o' tho leal. 

There’s n^rsoriowt^koi 4, Joftif, * ^ 

ThofM)'e^^thii^^‘iycihi nor ^Ti aiif 
The day la a;fe fair 
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Yo were aye leitl and true, Jeau, 

Your task’s ended noo, Jean, 

And ril wclcniiio you 

To the laiid^o’ tlio Icai. ^ 

t 

Our honuie bairji’a there* Jean , 

She was baith ^id and fair/Joan ; , 

O we Lfindi>cd her right sair ‘ 

It) To thethjMand p^ihe leal * 

Then dry that tearfn’ e’e, Jean, 

. tMy soul l?friigs to be free, Jean, 

And angels wad on me 
' To the land o’ ^ho leal " » 

Now faro ye wcel* my a in Jean. 

This warld’s care is, vain, Je^n , 

W*'’ll n)eot and aye bo ’rain 
2 1 Tn the land o* the leal. — Ln\hf Naitth 


TAXXU , 

I Tin: RDUl’ATlON OJ' NAmH’ . 

Tniii L years sho glow m snii and shower, 
Tlien Naturq said, “A lovelier flower 
On cm til was never sown : 

This child J inysolf will take ; 

She shall bo mino, and 1 will make 
(>, A lady ot ray <?vvn. > 

^ Afysolf wiH to my darling bo 
Both law and iiinmlso; and with mo 
The gill, n ro^k apd plain V 
In <artii and heaven, in glade 
Shall feel ai>, overseeing power* 

12 To kindle odPrest^-ain. ^ 

* 1 
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She shall bo sportive as tho iJivvii 
That wild with across tho lawu 
Or up the mouidani 
Aud lici^b sliny bo the brecxilung balm. 

And her\ ihe siloucc and tho calm 
18 OfnnutOojnhcufaAh things. 

Tlio floating clouds thoir state shall lend ' 
To lier ; tor her t!»o wUJ ^ v bend ; » 

N h dial! she tail t(i s< e 
. l!iVn in Ihe motions ot ilio storm 
OtiKC that shall mould the nmiden s lonn 
Bv / lent i|}in]ffthv • ' * ^ 

T’nistais ot midniglit ^hall bo dear * 

To her, and ‘-hf» ^liall It an her ia» 

In many a su*’i t plane, , 

Whtie ri\ulcis*d uieo their wa^av.ud loimtl, 
And beauty bom *of Tuiumin mg sound 
.50 Shall pa*s into her fact. * * 

And vital b'lhnpj^ of delight, 

* Sliall rt iir ln*r toryi to stattdy In 
1 1 er \ itg^in l) 0 *?oni bu ell ; ♦ ^ 

Snell ihongllts to Lucy 1 'mH givo 
While she and 1 ttigethor live 
J5G Here, in this liap]>y dell 

/ Thus Nature spako. — Hie woik was done 
How soon my Lucy s race was run ' • 

She died, and left to me 

Tliis he all h, this calm aud quit t . ecno ; * 

' The mcm<»a/ of whatJia^j bet^i^ • 

42 And irtitrgi '^ill be. • • — Q'r h/s^fo/ 
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® fiXXXV. 
nOllBNLJKDEN.* 

On Liu deii, wlicn the san was low, 

All bloodless lay fcho uturoddon snow, 

And dark as inter was ihe ilo v 
01 Iscr, rolling rapidly. 

Bui Lii)(l(‘n saw another sight. 

When tlio dram boaC?t dearl of night, 

(Wmmndiiig fires of death to light 
S Tlie darkness of her sccin*ry. 

By torch.and trumpet fast ariMy(‘d, 

^laeh horsenian droAV hjs ball^'c-blade, 

Ami furious every lharger neighed. 

To join the dnadful uvelry, 

TJien shook the hill«\vi*Ii thunder ii\ei 
Then rushed ihc stood to batth‘ driven, 

And louder Ilian Iho hoU^ ( 5 f heaven 
Li Far fi<isl*cd tlie red ai tdlery , 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden’s hills of stained snow, 

And bloodier yet tlio torrent flow 
Of Jsei% rolling' lapidly 
’Tis morn, fut scarce you level siin 
Can pierce the war-clouds, lollintr dun,^ 

Where furious Frank and fiery linn , 

21 Shout in their sulphnrous'canopy. 

The I'otnlmt det'pons, On, ye b]*av(', 

'vVIio rush to glory, or the gravy ! 

Wave, Muvieh f all^thv bannors\vvave, 

And charge t;ith aII thy ehiyalry > , 

» * « c 

J • . i 

*■ 'Ibis balllc ioug^B D»c. 2, IbOO, between the Aublnaiifa ainl the 

Fi’cudi. T - 
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Fow, fow bliall part wbero inany moci ! 

, . Tlio snow shall bo thoir winding slieofc ; 

. And every turf boncaili their feet 
32 Shall be a soldicis sepulchre.^ — Hami^hdL 

' LWWI. 

ODE TO " ^^TrR. 

On )(in /, P«n» *h r 1880 . 

Wiirw first the fiery^mantlcd Sun 
•His lioavonly race began to run, 

Ri^nnd the earth and ocean blue 
Hh -hildr^n fou^* the Seasons flew, 
r^jnt in green apparel dancing, ‘ 

The ^'oung Springsmilod with aiigol-grace ; 

Rosy Summer, next aflvancing, 

Tln&hod iTito hey bi|.*< 5 ’s embrace — 

}foi: brigbt-haired^sirc', who bade lior keep 
10 For eveiMiearost to his smih’s, • 

On Calpe’s oluf'-sluided steep 

(Ir India's citron-eovered islc'^, 

•• • • 

!Moie rei^ote, and buxom-hi;o \n. 

The Queen oi vintage bowed before his ilirono ; 

A ilch pomegranate gemmed liei Ijiown, 

A ripe sheaf bound hci’ zone. 

But Ijowling Winter tied afar 

^ To hills that prop t>he polar star ; 

And loves on deer- borne care to idle, 

20 With ba/ren darkiioss at his side, 

Round the g/ore where loud Lofodou 
Jr • * , * * * 

WJiirl^^io death the TOU'mg VfhaU^ 

* Originally tho hist line ' Shall *he soldier’ coniet'ry’. 

I 18 • ^ 
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I ' 

Kound the LaK wlicrr Runic Odin ’ ' ^ 

Ifovvls his war-soiifj^ to the gal 
Have wlieii adowu tlie ravaged globe ' . 

He travels on liis nauro storm, 

Oeflowcving Nature’s graNsy I'^'bo 
And trami)ling on her fatbd form ; < 

Till light’s rot n ruing Lord assume 
30 The shaft Unit dciy,es him to his northern field, 

Of power to pier<*(3 his raveii plmno 
And crystal-covered sluidd. 

O siv(‘ of storms ! whose savage? ear ♦ 

* The Lapland dri^ni dohghtsMo In^'ir, 

.When Frenzy with her bloodshot eye 
Implores thy dreadful deity — 

A^rcliangel ! Power of desolation ! 

Fast dosceiidiug as th'oii av(, 
kSa}', bath mortal invoeatibn 
40 S]Mdis to touch thy stony Iu*nrt ; 

* I’lu II, sullen Winter ! hear my prayer, 

And gnntly rule the ruined year ; ’ . 

Nov chill tbo,wj^udorer’s bosom bar^) 

Nor frec'ze the wretch’s falling tear ; 

To shuddeliug Want’s uumantlcd bed 

Tliy horror breathing agues ccaso to^ lend, 

And gently on the orphan head ^ 

Of ToiioeencQ descend/ 

But chiefly spare, O king of clouds 
50 ''The sailor on his airy shrouds, ^ 

When wrecks »iid beacons stre^tho steep 
And spectroi^ walk along the . , 

Milder yet th^Vnowy breezes • , 

Pour on yonder tented shores, 
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Wheio the Rhine’s broad billow froe/cs, 

Or the (Urk"dio\vn Danube loars 
O winds of AV inter ’ list 3 0 ihoro 
To many a deep md dying groan ? 

• Or start, ye d^fhions of tlio midnight air, 

(»0 At shucks and tbundeis louder than your own ^ 
ALu ^ eVn your unhallowed breath 
Alay spaie tlio Mctiui tal^ov low ; 

Ihjt Man will .isk no to diatli, 

Ao bounds to hunuii jvoc. — CiunihH 

$ 

IWWll. 

•ri ^ \ R-^ or » Noi VNP 

% 

\ 1 ^xdaniicis ot Kiigla^d 
Thai giraid our nati\jL '.can * 

WJioso flag h ts bravtd, a thousand yoai'?* 

The a^id tfic bic*e/e * 

\ rmr gloiious standard tanneh again 
To inrttch another loe^ * ^ 

And s\\c‘ p thioij"h the dup, 

Wlnb^ the stoiyiy winds do blow 
AVhile Uio battle lages loml md long 
10 Anil the stonny winds doblow^ 

The spiiits ot ^our fatlu is 

»S)all stall tioni (VU) wa^^ - 
Koi the dick it was thou* th hi ot ta»u, 

And Ocean was tluir gi»ivt , • 

Wh( M Hbikt «uul Ttughfy N’t 1 t»n Jd) f 
Youi* manly health sh ill glow, 

• As \vc sn^p thioutd^ thi^dytj*, « 

^Mo I I <1/1 «! i( V s ‘ t'uiii bl«m * 

t Tri tllJ Kltjit \ *v\lin lilJ* llu > i t cl fictd* uij t< H »■ 

anNclo \ i hu) it ^ »*lu 
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While iho stovmy winds do blow ; 

While the battle &c. 

20 Britannia needs no bnlwarks 
No towers along the steep ; 

Uer march is o’er the n)ou'itA,in waves, 

Her home is on the dcc]).^ 

With thunders from her native oaK 
She quells the floods below — 

As they roar on the siiorc, 

When the stormy winds do blow ; 

When the battle &c. 

The meteor flag of Knglaiid 
30 ^ Shall yet terrific bnvii ; '* r 

Till danger’s troubled night d('part 
And the star of peace return. 

Then, then, ye ocoari-wjirriors ’ 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name,' 

Wlier the storm has ceased to blow , 

When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the storm has ceased to blow. — Catnphelh 

*. t ' 

4 LXXXVIII. < 

INSCRIPTION^ ON THK TOMB OF*COWPKR. 

Ye who wifu warmth the public triumph feel ^ 

Of talents dignified by sacred zeal, ^ ‘ 

Here, tp devotion’s bard devoutly just, 

Pay your fond tribute dud to Cowper’s dust ! 

* England oAuUing in his spoltcss fame, 

.Ranks with her doaresb sons his favourite name. 
Sense, fauc> , wit, sullieo nob allNjo raise * 

So eleaij; a fttlb tosihcclion’s prais^; 

His highest honors to tho heVi^‘belon*g ;* ^ 

His virtues formed the m^igic of song. — Haylcij. 
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LXXXIX. ' f -• / ' 

I ABLE IS LOVE’S WORLD. V , ^ . 

• Muk O never rudely will I blame Jiis^ faith 

III tUo might of stars and augcls ! ^'ris not niciily 
I Tl|o human biiiig’s J)i*ido that pejjjlcs space 
With life and my&iical predouflnAtice ; ' 

Riiico likewise for the stricLcn lioart of l^ore 
This visible imtuio, and ^his common world, 

Is all too narrow ; yea,*i.a deeper import 

• Luiks ill the legend told my infant \oar8 . 

^ ^ ^ Than bes upon that truth, we live trj leain ; 

10 b'or Lu\'<*s \vhrld. his home, his hir^hplace ; 

\ , IJUightedly dwells hc.’mong fays and talismans, 

And* spirits doligj^tedly believes ^ , 

/, Divinitic^ himself divine. « 

^riie iniclngibh} forms ot ancient poets, 

TUo fair huniainiies of old religion, 

Tlio po\f<‘r,^tlic bpanty, and the majcslv,. 

^ That had their t;^aunts in dale, or piny mountain, 

• t>r forovjt by slow^ stream, or pebbly ^spring, 

Or ebanns nnd watery dej^ths; all tho»sc have 
vanished^, 

20 They live no longer in tlio foitlihf reason * ' ** 

• ^ But still the heart doth need a language, still » * 

Ootfi the old insiincU bring back Unsold names, 

' * And to you starrj* world tluy now are gone, 

*lliib . 11 x 1 tlu‘. iicxl aic trtun lulijo’*, rranplition ot ^chiJti’s 
Fill oi lUo »>/ IWi/L i ^ in, I.inoK It uro an*' 

gxp’Rbion ut two in W ojij^inal nlmli htoiullj tiansUtM .ire . — 

old table exixLfu •s HI C ^ ^ 

• % ^bo 1 ice U^^ w iSdeied^wiiy. 

Till' paabdgo fuuii 10 to A) ia iuoted in t>cott'b <>u t finnan in j 
(1S15). ^ - • ' 
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“ Jl i *• - • ■ , 

Spirits or gods, •that used io sliaro tiiis earth 
With man as with their friend; and to the lover . , 
Yonder they mo\e, from }onder visible sky 
Shoot influence down ; ind even at this day 
‘Tis ,liipit(*r wlu) bungs whar Vr is great* 

And Venus wlio biings everything Uiat’f?. ^air ’ 

30 TluUa And it this bo the ‘■cieiice ot* the stais, 

I too, witli gl<id and /oalous industry 

Will learn acquaintance with tliis clu^eitiil faith. 

It is a gentle and afl'ectionato thought, 

^ ^ That in inimeasiUMble luights above us, * 

At our firKsi biitli, tin wicath ol* love washvoven, 
With sparkling stcus l(3r tlorfcis, i hnihjf . 

*vt^ 

‘ (’ONaKrR\Trn*Tsn»i. / 

v/ f 

I’owBU seated on a quiei thioiie tlioii’dbi shako* 
Power Ol an ancient roiihueiated tluonc, 

Sti dug m possession, founded in old custom ; * 

J'ower hy a thousand tougliSind stiiugy loois ^ 
Fixed to the people's pious riUiscry-/aith, 

^ This, this will bo no strife of strength with strength 
That feared^ P not. 1 brave eaeh combatant, 

Whom I can look on, fixing eye to eye, 

Who fujl bimselt of courage kiudle.s epurago 
10 In mo too. ’Tis a foe inVlsildo, 

The which T fear — a learful enemy, 

^ ' JVIiich bi the human heait opposes rtie, / ^ /•'*» 

By its cowju’d fear alone made fV^irful to rae, * 

/ ^ Not thfd, wlijeli Ihlf of life, insJtinKs>v’ith power, 

. Makoij Jenown its present bcii\g,«+]iat jis not. 

The tiue; the ifoiijonsly ftnniidabli 
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O uo ! it is tlio common ilio quite comiiioii, 

''^^Vlia^jer was, and evermore I’ofurns, ^''' /'> i’ 
2})* Stcrliii'g'Ao- morrow, for to-day ’twas stcrliiifjf ! 
of (be wiiolly common is man made, ' . 

^ A*>d cnstom \vbb^ nurse ^\V^oe then to iboni 
''^jWlio lay irreverent liaiids upon his old 
ilonso Fnrnitiire, iho dear mboritaneo 
From bis forefatliers. Por time consecrates ; 

And what is grey with age l)ecomes loligion, 
lb' in possession, an^d tl^ou.hast the right, j y- 
And saered will the many guard it for thoc !* /, 

‘ ' . — G*>Ioridyc,\ 

« 

" X( I. 

TUE SONNET’l S(VNTY PLOT OF fiROT^ND. ,> 

Nons f^et not at their eon vent’s marrow room ; 

And hermits are contented with their cells; 

And students with their pensive citadels ; 

]\riiid.s ftt the wheel, the weaver at his loom. 

Sit blith(3 and happy ; bees t,t»at soar for bloom, 
High as the highest peak of Framess FflJs, . 

Will murmur by the hour in fovglovo bells, 
tn tr/ith, tho prison,, unto which we doom 
Ourselves, no ])r'iSOii is ; and hence to me, 

In sundry moods, 'twas pastimu to' bo bound 
Within the sonnet’s scanty plot*df ground 
Pleased ifyonie souls, (for such there needs must be) 
Who hv/e fcU the weight df n\jich liberty, 
^Should fi^d s^<A*t solace Ijiere, as I have found. 

^ -* — WordmmtJi, 
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• XOII. 

SONNET TO MILION. 

Milton ! Ihoa shoiildbfc be living at this hour ; , 
England hath need of thcc • sho is a fen 
Of stagnant watcrb ; altar, swoiil and pen, 

Fireside, the heroic wealth of h?ll and bowov, 

Have forefoited their ancient English dower 
Of inwaid happine^jS. Wo aro selfish men ; 

0 ’ raise us up, return to us again ; 

And givens niannois, \irtue, freedom, power, 
r Th 7 soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart ; 

Thou hadsl a voice whoso sound was like the sea, 

Pnl’O as the naked heavens, majestic, 'iVeo ; ^ 

So didst thou tiavel on hte’s common way 

Tn chcoiful godliness ; ajid yet tliy Jieart 

The lowliest duties on herself did lay. — W^ndsivoitli, 

\i II/. ' 

MIN lIAVr lllN \MONi.Sl n. 

(Jim \i men have been ,imung ns ; hands lliat penned 
And tongues that uttered wisdom, betler none j-* ^ 

The latei Sydney^ Marvel, llanngton, 

Young Vane and dthor.s, who called Alilton ft lend 
Tliese morallstf'^could act and comprehend^ ' 

They knew how genuine gloiy was put on ; 

Taught us how righ tful ly a nation shone 
In splendour ; what strength was, that would not bond* 
Blit in magnanimous meekness, France, *tis strange, 
IJj^th brought forlh no such souls as wc'had then. 
Perpetual emjjt ness ! unceasing change ^ 

No single volume paramount, no code, 

No mftetei spirit, no do torm intd rog.d ; / 

But equally a wan*!/ of books »and men — 16. ^ 
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XOIV. 

TUB WORLD IS 'TOO MCC'H WITH US. 

Thb world is loo innoh with us ; late and soon, 
(^rtfinpf^fllnd spendinpf, we Tay waste our powers; 

• Inttio \v<» see in Mature tlint is ouis ; 

We ha\y ^i\on o^r hearts aw’ay, a sordid boon ’ 

, This sea that bai'es her bosom to tlio inoon,^ 

'riie winds thatwdll bo bowling at all hours " 

And are up-gathered now like .sleeping tiovvor.s, 
l<or this, tor ov(*i*y thing, avo are out of tune ; 

^ not.— Gr(*at (lod ! IM rather be • 

A Pagan suekl d in a crecc^^?itworii,— 

SoSnight I,' ua? uing oil thi.s pleaf<aat lea, * 

Jlav( glirnpses that \\ou]d make me loss fin'lo''n 
Have sight of Proteus rising from the .sea ; 

Gr hear old Tricon blow hi.s wreathed horn* — /ii 

* \( V. 

ON-THF r.XriNefTON (>H**THK VK^"J^T)\^r RKPlJHLIl*. 
Oncb did / he hold th<» gor -oous Hast-f i i Toe 
y\nd was the safeguard of the West ; the .vorth 
Of Veuiea did not fall below her birtln 
Veniee, Ihd eldo.st child of LiVrry. 

Slie ^^as a maiden city, bnght and tree ; 

No guile seduced, no force could ; u 

And when she took unto hersclt a mjklPi 
^ ^he merit t spouse tho everlasting Sea.^ 

And what if she luut .seen those glories fade, 

» Those title'i vanish, and that st»en|?th decay,— * 

Yet shall r>om< tribute of legret be* paid « 

When her 'ong Hie hath reae^ed its tinal day ; 

Afeu are vv»‘, ‘Mnl mustgri^v^ wlfjr evvi the shade 
Of ^t hat vvhv '»j,ojtPi?wa5*gveaUi.s pashcd away. — Ih. 
‘Tln^ Kast*, -.VfiHon’a ii, 3. 
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KCVl. 

EVENING. , 

li is 9* boauteon^ evening, ealm and free 
The holy time is quiet a^ nun 
Breathless with adoration ; the broad sun 
Is sinlcing down to its t ranqoMity ; ^ ^ ^ 

The gentleness of heaven is on the Sea ; 

Listen ! the mighty Boeing is awake, 

And doth with his eternal motion make 
A sound like thuiidei evei lastingly. 

LV*ar child ’ dear girl ' that walkest with me h'U'e, 
If thou appear untouched by solemn thongnt. 

Thy naiuie therefore is not less div*ine ; ^ 

Thou liest * in Abraham’s bosom’ all *he i ^ur . 

Anri worsliippest at the temple’s inner Insne, 

(iod being with thee wlreii wo know it not. 

yu — Wnnhworfh 

CNGTiANO- -1802. 

Whtn 1 nave home ni memory what has tamed 
Great iialions; how^ ennobling thoughtb depart 
When men cha^o swords for lc<lgers^, and desert 
The student’s bower for gold, — some fears unnamed 
i had, my country t — am 1 to be 'blamed ? 

But when I ih'ink of thee, and wrbat thou art, 
Verily, in the bottom of my heart, 

Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed. 

For dearly must we prize ^hce ; we who find 
In theo a bulwwlc for the cause of men , 

A nd I by ray affection was beguiled ;♦ 

What woudei if a Poet now and hen, 

Among Mie many mtf cements of his mind, 

Pelt for thee as a lover or a child ! 

• lu the Kdition of 1841 the Hvnl line is 

'A fflire' f^Ci* o*' evening cannot be.* 
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XC\ ill. 

THOUGHT OF A BUTTON 
ON THE SUBJUGATION Oh' SWITZERliANI>-lW»2 

Two Voices are tliero, ouo is of the Sea, 

• Otie of the Moni^ tains, each a mighty Voice ; 

■? Ill botli from age to age thou didst rejoice, 

They weld thy cliqgen music, Liberty * 

Thcie came a tyrant, and with holy glee 
Thou fonghiest against niir, — bnb hast vainly strivmi ; 
Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art driven 
Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee. • 

01 one deep blif-s thine ear Initli been bereft ; 

Then cleavt, f) chave tb that which still is leA — 

For, ’ligh-souled Maid, ijhat sorrow would it be 
That Alomitain floods should thunder as before. 

And Ocean bellow from bis rpeky shore, • 

And neither awtfil Voice bo heard by thee ^ — lb 

xcix. , 

IN LONOON. 1803 

O Fiui.nu, J know4iot which way I must look 
For eonit<Trt, being, us I am, opprest • 

To think timt now oin* life is bn’y drest 

For show; nieun handiwork ol ci^ltsman. (ook, ^ 

Or groom ' We must run glittering like a brook 
In tl>o open suusliine, or we aro iinblest; 

The we.iltbiest man among us is the bc«t ; 

No grandeur now in Nature cy* in book 
Delights us Itapine, avarice, expei;itee, 

This is idolatry ; and these wc adore; 

Plain living and high thinking aic^no more ; 

The I'omely bc'ujt^y of the good old eabse 
via gone ;^our reaee, our feavfrtl innocence, 

And pu'.; icligion hn-athin^hohbtdiold laws - Ih, 
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0 . 

COMl’OSEU DPON WESTMINSTER BElDfiK 
/Sf pfcmh r 3, 1803. 

Kaiuh lias uot any to show more fair ; * 

Dull would lie be of soul who jould pass by 
A sight BO touching in its rnajest_y * 

This city now doth like a garment ^ciiv ^ 

The beauty of the morning ; silent, bai*e 
Ships., towers, domes, theatres, and temples he 
Open unto the fields and to the sky, * 

All bright and glittering in the aniokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully sreep 
‘•hi his first splendour ^'al ley rock ^ or bill ; 

Ne’er saw 1, never felt, a calm so det'p ' 

The river glide! h at bis own sweet will , 

Dear God ! the \eryTiojuseb seem asleep : 

And all that mighty heart is lyjng still Wonhin/tth 

1 1 . 

ro sLRisr. 

A bYock of sheep that leisurely pass by, 

One after one ; the sound of rain, and bees 
Murmuring j thp fall of rivers, winds and sea-^, 
kSmootli fitdds, white sheets of water, and pure sky ; — 
Tve thought ’of all by turns, and yet 1 he« 

Sleepless ; and soon the small bii'ds’ nieJodieh • 
Must hear, tirsi uttered from my orchard trees, 

And the first cuckoo’s iii^anchojy cry. 

Even thus last ifigbt, and two nights more I lay, * 
And coulli'not win thee, Sleep, by * py stealth ; 

So do not h t me wear to-night«ftway ; « 

Without tltec*\fhat*is all the momiug’s wealth ? 
Come, blessed b^aiTier betwe%u’*day and day, 

Dear mothenof fresh thpughtB*^f^'^d joyou^ IjcaJth ! 
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Whin maidt us sucb is Uistis die* 

Then place ye m<i> not well sup}>l\, 

1 houj^h 31 ciHionjr a Ihonsand tiy 
With vain (inltaxoni 

>i iiiou hull she Ij< on dt id, 
ct tan not I by loiio be led 
To ihiiik upon tin ^ nj> bed 
S And liu lo^dlni 

A ‘aprin^y motion tn ht gid, 

/ nsinf( n, did iiiduaU 
()l]nnl*‘, ujd 3 iio<toinmon lat* 

Tint ^iie lud her '*j)iiit , 

I know nut by wlnt innn btsuh 
J sliill it c til it tvNas not piidt , 

It wasti jov iv> thfd iIIkU 
In ^ Slu did iiibei it' 

11(1 p luid^ lu Id till t^hiiLci mb ♦ 
Which doth tlio himi in inbn,^ t ooU 
Bnl she w IS tiaiiud in Natnu s luiol 
N it ill ( liad blest bti 
A wakii cie, a piyin^ me d 
i' ho, life that stiis, (s Imd to hi^d , 

A hfiwk’s kcLii sie^lit ye c uinot In lul, 
21 Ye could not Hosto 

J\ly fapnghlly w( i^hhoui * gone Ik tou 
To th it unknown «uid silKd shgit,* 
bhall w( not nuU, as hcKtotoio/ 

Sown ^uinmci morning — 

Wlum lioni thy c hoc it jji I jrw a ri*i,ty 
IlAtlj^strucl *jbliS3 npon thcllay, * 

•A bli'jyi th/^ would nob s^o^way, 

A ^w eci ioi i -w aruii^ 

9 • * 


32 
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fill. 

STBPPINC. WESTWABR* 

"WLile my fcllou-tvavpiUor and I were walkiuiif hy tbc vido ol Locli 
Kftiriue^ one tine afk^r snnsot, iit «.>ur road to a but a\bpiv* 

i« tbo course ol our tour luid heon hospiUMy enteiiaiuod* somo 
urolvb betore, ut* mot in »>iic ot <''n lonelioA paitss oi tbat Holit*ry 
reifiou, two woll-drossod uomou, one <*' wboin said to iis, ]>y way 
of giCN'liDif, “ Wliat, you aio stoppini' westvxai'u ^ i 

Whai, t^tni ar^ neitplng fpstwanl “ Yea."" 

— *Twonl(i bo a tutdish do^tiny* . ^ u 

[f we, who thus togetlior roam 

fn a fitranjifo laud, and far from home, 

Wore in this place tho giioRis of chance ; 

Yet who wbnld stop, or fear to '•d\ance, 

Thougli home or shelter he had noiu‘,'^ 

H Wifli such a sk> t<j lead'jiiiu on ? % 

Tho dewy giotiud was cVirk and cold , 

Bchirr'd, all gloomy to behold ; 

And stopping vv<*Htw'ard io be 

A kind ot lu'cive/ih^ destiny ; 

I liked the greeting ; ’twas a sound 
I Of something without pla< e or bound , 

And seemed to give me spiritual right * 

10 To travel througk that region bright. ‘ 

The voice was soft, and she who spake 
Was walking by her native lake , 

The salutation hail to me 
Thu very sv^und f courtesy , 

Its power was feh ; and whiL' niy eye 
Was fixed upo1i tho glowing sky, 

Tlu-echo of the voice en wrought ' 

24 A human sweetness woTh the thought 
Of travclli*»g thijough Hio 'world that lay 
Before inc in my en6Uess Wll 3 ^'' — Word^ worth. 

* lu Perth aod 6omo ot*hdr pait? of fckjoUaiid ‘ do iti applied 

to A diytaut placr. i 
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CIV. 

A PERFE<‘T WOMAV # 

Sup wa«4 a pliaiifcoin of delijfht 
Wlioii first she gleamed upon my sight, 

A lovely sppflfritiou, sent 
To be ft uioimmt’f} oriiameut ; 

Her ey(^ as stirs of twilight foil* ; 

Like fcwilig itV, too, her diisjcy hair; 

But all things els“ ,ilfoiit.her thawii 
Prom Ma>-timo and tlio cheerful dawn , 

\ daiit'iiifir sliapc, an image gay, 

10 T* hamit, to ‘startle, and waylay. 

1 saw l«i V uphn ncjfrer view, 

A^fpiiit, yet a woiiian^too ’ 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of virgin hbeity; 

A countenance In whicli did meet 
Svect recorus, plomist^s as sw(*et ; 

A cieatvre not too biight or gooil * 

Kor human natuie’s daily food, 
e\>r trapaieut sr)rrow.s, simple \i ilea,, 

20 Praise, blame, love, kisses, «it(*ars, and smiles. 

And now T see with eye serene 
' 'riie very pulse of the machine ;* 

' A being breathing thoughtful )n*eath, 

I A traveller between life and death ;• 

> ♦ 

^ The reason fiim, the teui}>emte will,^ 

hlndurance, foresight, strength, ffn/1 skill ; 

A perfect woman, nobly planned, 

" To warn, to*cora^ort, and command ; 

And yet a spirit still, aiM bright • 

30 With sorael|jjn^ t)f angelic Jight. * — JForihuvM. 

* Those lines ivi'f'to his « ifo,*Mai*> llutclnhson, whom li«» bad innrvi^d 
in 1802 , , • * 
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CV. 

‘ IN TUB POWNIflLL OP LIFE * 

In Hio (lowilUill of life, when T fiinl fhii decliniii<r, 
May my lot tio los-i lu**t»i>at bo 
'rhan a simg elbow-chair can afford for reclining, 
And a cot that o’evlookB the wide .u'a; 

With an ambling pad-jiony to pace oVrtho lawn, 
Wlnlo I carol away >dlo sorrow. 

And ])!itlio an tin* lark that each day hails Iho dawn 
S Look forward w'ith hope for to-morrow. 

With a ])nrch at my door, both for shrdtor and shade 
too, ' 

' As the Riiti-shine or rain may prevail ; 

And a small spot of ground for tlie nse of the spade 
too, 

With a barn for the xiso of *ho flail ; 

A eow lor my dairy, a dog for my game, 

And a purnc wlier a friend wants borrow; 

I’ll on>y no nabob his riches or fame, 

K'l Nor what honours await him to-morrow'. 

From the blea.it northeim blast may my cot be com- 
pli-h'ly, . 

Si'cnroxl by a w ighbonriug hill ; 

And at night ma-y repose steal npon me more sweetly 
IJy the sound of a nnirmiirlng rill ; 

^ And wIhIc ])caco*and plcrff y I find at my boaid, 
With a* heal t free from hickness and sorrow, 

With my friends may I shave what to-day may 
alford, 

24 And'iet tlumi s'pread the table to-inorrow. 



* PablwhrA iu aifnlinjtu^ Hii/niiighai. 1’301. Collins wa^ 

aiJtUor of Hph IJlofk othL'ri"}OQifa. ' ' ' 



SECT. V.] 


10 THT5 CUCffOU. 


153 


And when I ai last nmsi ibro ,v’ olT this frail covering 
Which I’ VO worn for three -score years and ten, 
()u the brink of the grave 1*11 not seek to keep 
hovering, 

• Nor Tuy iliroafi wihli to spin o’er again ; 

Bu^ my face in 4ho glass I’ll serenely survey, 

And nith smiles count eaeli wrinkle and Inrrow; 
As this old \vorn-otiL winch is thread-baro 

to-day, 

21 ^fav become e\crlasting to-nmrrow — Juliu 

* . ■ 

IM I IITJ pi"‘‘Kon» 
h’a < omei ’ 1 Inisc lu{n<f 

1 Jiitiv iliet and rcjino^; 

0 Cuckoo’ sliall 1 (all thee biid, 

()i but a wandej ingi\ oice ^ 

Wlnle 1 am 1 ing on fin* 

Tlu tuolohl I ln‘ai‘ , 

Ihom lull Ip lull it se(un‘>> to 
H A I once I'.ii oil anil near 

Though babhling only lo ihd vile 
Ot snijsliim* and of tloueis, 

‘llnm I)ring(*>t unto nn* a tab* * 

Of visional'} lioui''^ 

riiiie( velcoiuc, drrli^wg f,t the Spiiin^^ ' 

Mm'U vet thou lUi me ^ , 

No biitl, but MM in\i‘3iblc thing * . 

Id A \oi('e,»:i my teiy , 

Tlu* same wlmm in my v^ln)o^-l^)o\^ da^a 
[ listened to ; Jl}|,at Cl y * • * 

Wlhieh ma*l«Aim* loi>k n ihim^.oni sv iss 

• ** * 

In bii T,*liud tiLi\ and . Kv* . 

* * ^ 
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To seek thee (lu» I often I’ovo 
Throtigh woodn and on tlic gyreen ; 

And thou wei^t fttill a hope, a love ; 

24 Still longed for, iie^'or noeii I 
And J can listen to thee jit. 

Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do l)egt t 
Tliat goldcMi linio again. 

O blcssecl bird I the earth v\c i)aee 
Again a})poarjj to be ‘ 

An nnsiil'.stantial, fairy j)la<'e 
32 That is lit homo for Thee ^ » 

— 11 *///. 

< YU. 

MKriBOSIJ \UBnY ^ 

If thou wouhVst view fair JM cl rose aright, 
do visit it by the pale moonlight ; 

JAu’ the ga) bejuns >f light '‘Oine day 
Gild, bat to tlont, the luins^gie^. 

When tbe biokc n arclies are black in night, 

And each shaltel oriel gliuinieis white; 

When tli(‘ cold light \ unceitain .■'howev 
Streams on the mined central towei*; 

Wlmn buttress and buttress, jiilernately, 

10 Seem fiamed of ebon and i\ory; 

When silver edges the iiragei*\ , 

J^And the scrolls that leach then to live and da* : 
Wlien distant Tweed is heard to i*a,e. 

And the owlet to hoot o’er the -lead imui'.s gra /e, 
Then g)— but go alone the while — 

Then view St. J)avid\s ruhi^‘ Ipilo ; 

Tik La\f Lail Mtn^iiely *C v ii. 
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SECT. V.] TTir ME-MORV OF THE 

Ami, homo rotiUTiiug^, sooil ly Mvoar, 

Was lie V or ^^ciiio so Mclniul fair’ 

— Scfjft. 

, rvTii 

TllL MTiJORY OF TIIP3 UARH. 

(iJmj ijot vain; — fhoy do not t'rr, 

Who bay, that \vhon I he Poet dies, 

!Mate NTatniv moanhs her wox’shippor, 

And colobiates his obsequies ; 

Wlio say, tall clift amt cavern lone 
* For Pie doparied Ha id niako moan ; 

I'hat moni) tains wk^> in crystal ril! ; 

T^iai doiVors lu tears of balm distil ; 
T*irough his lovod gsoves th.it breezes sign, 
JO And oaks, in deeper g»’oan, reply; 

And luors teach ^heir rushing wa\c • 

To murmur efirges round his guive. 

** Not th.it, ill sooth, o’er mortal n 
Those filings inanimaio can monrii , ^ 

But that the si a am, the wood, tliC gale, 
fs voctll with the [damti’ o wail • 

Of tho>.o, who, eh e forgotfi i, long, 

Lived in tlio poet’s failhtul bang, 

And, with the poet’s parting breath, 

20 Whoso memory feels n second death. 

The maid’s jialo ahade, who waiH her hit, 
That love, t»’iio loVe, shouhl be iorgot. 

Prom losoaud hawthorh shakos.tJie tear 
Upon flu gentle IMinphel’s biir, * 

The phautorn kniglH^his^lor^ fled, 
Mourys o field he lleaped wdtli dead ' 
Aloaut^ th«%wild blast thaUsweops amain, 
AntJ vhcicks along* the b%ttlo* pl^in. 
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The chief, wlCoso anti(|ne crovvnlol lonpf 
30 Still flpaikled in the fcnilal song, 

Now, from Iho mountain ’vS misty throne, 

Sees, in the thanedom once hi*' own, 

ITis ashes nndistinguishea lie, 

His place, his power, his moiuoiy die ; -f 
llis groans tl\e lonely caverns fill, 

IJis tcara of rage im])cl the rill ; 

All mourn the jMinstnd’s harp unsfrniig, 

Their name unknown, their praise unsung. 

—Jh. (hviiM V, 

{ i\. 

TO AV EARLY PRIMROSE. 

MiliP offspring of a dark amt sullen siry ’ 

Whoso modest form, sd delicately fine, 

Was nursed in whirling storms, 

And cradled in the vinds. 

Thee, when young Spring (jue.stionod Winter’s 

s'vay, , 

And dared the sturdy blusterer to the fight. 

Thee on tliis linnk he llTew 
S To iiark his \i<dor} 

In this low vah, flic proiu'se of the ,\fa?', 
iScrene, thou qpenest to the nipping gale, 

(^nnoM’ced and alone, 

'I’liy tender eleganei*. 

So Virtue blooms, brouglit forth amid he storms 
Of ehill adversity,- in some lone W'alk 
Of life, she rear- her head, 

10 Obscure and unobserved ; 

While eveiy bleschiij;, breeze that on lier blows 
Chastens her * potless purit;^^ ebroast. 

And hardens her to bear ♦ 

Serene the ills/ of life, — KirK^ '^hite. 
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KLKOrAP STAN'/AS, 

HrnfiKRTBT) BY A PIU'JTRIJ OF Pr.FLi; (‘AS’rLIC IN V STOKU, 
PAINTED BY SIR (.KOROE fJK VrMONT. 

' ' 1 WAS tliy noi*i(liborir onco. thou rui^Jifed pi](* ! 

F^nr Hiiniiaor weeks I ilweli iii siuflit of thtje; 
f saw thee cvu*y dsy; and nil iho while 
'I'liy form wa‘^ sleeping on n'plassv sen, 

S,o pure iho sky, s > quiof was tin* aij* ’ 

So lik(», so vtu’y lik(*, wjIs flay to day ' 

* Whenf‘’or 1 looked, lliy nna^e still was there ; 

8 H frcmbh'd hi^j it nqvfr pa.'^s'Ml away. 4 
ihyw p(Mfoct. was llie ealin 1 ii seemod no sleep, 
No" mood, which stMSoli fakes away, or biiup-sj 
1 could have raiicit^d jlu^t tin* niijj^hty I)(‘ep 
Was e\on iho genttesi t)f all ^etilh* thin^^^, 

.^ ! // if niine*‘lia<f been the ptiinler’s hand 
^J’o cxpi^ss what ilicn 1 ,*j\w ; and aiKl ihe^^h^am, 
Tin* lieht I hat never was on s(’a oi* lafsd. 

Id Tile consecratioiij^and fho lh»cl\s dii,t>n ; 

I would hiv(» planted iln'o fin 11 hoat'y pile, 

Amid a w’Oi'ld how different fnpn this* 

Ilosido a .sea that eon Id not em^' io smilo ; 

On fran(|iiil land, beneafh a ,s.\y of hliss. 

A picture had it b<(*iv of Listing ia.se* 

MIysian (|niot, withbul toil f+r slii^'e;* , 

No motion bat th<' rnovin^f t id(*, a .U-ee/e, 

24 Or mevefy .silent. Natiuv'.s bieathing life. * * 

Such, in the fond illnsi^l^ij/ Aiy Ifear^ 

Such picture fat that^tiine ha^^o made; 

Atid seeii thcJ’Goul truth in ♦^very part, 

A s^t'^vvVtast peace that m^ht betrayed. ^ 
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So once it vvouli\ Lave been, — ^tis so no more ; 

T have snbmitted to a new control ; 

A power is gone, which nothing can restore j 
32 A deep distress hatJi Li^nianizcd my soul. 

Not for a raoruont could I now behold ' 

A smiling sea, and bo what I Ijavc been; / 

The feeling of my loss will ne’er be old ; f 
This, which I know, f sneak with mind serene. • 

c. 

Tlicn, JBeanmont, friend ! who would have been 
the friend, 

if ho had lived, of him wdiom I deplore, 1 
,Tin*s work of tliiue I blame not, but commend ; 

40 This sea in anger, and that disimiFshoro.^ 

0 ’iis a passionate w(/rk ! — yet wise and well, 
Well chosen is the spirit that is here ; 

' That hulk whicli labours* in the deadly swell, 

This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear ! • * ■ 

And this’ lingo Castle, standing hero suldime, 

1 love to see the look with w'hicli it braves, 

Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time, - 

48 The ] ightning,^ tl^p llorco wfud, and tranijiling waves. 
Farewell, farewell the heart tliatdivcs alone, 
Housed in a dream, at distance from the kind ! 
Such happiiies.s, wdierevor it be knosvn, 

Is to bej)itieu; for ’tLs surely blind. k 
But welcome fortitude, patient cheer, 

And frequent sigh 's of what is to be borne ! 

' /Such sights, or worse, as are before ,rno here; — 

5G Not witlio :t hope w<^siilfer andr wo mourn. ^ 

1. ' — Wonl'iivorih. 

t Ko n-UuJes to'thtj l^asi of his bi*oHiei>.)Vhri, vho was »'ro\vned in tlio 
Abeii^gavemiif f of which he w’as coim>iaiulcr;—^bc \ossel lijr^ing struck 
^ 1 rock off Portland, on its voyage to 'India, 5th 1805. 

3.*inc 50. ^ The kind./'lraijian Mogs. 
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' IKC UArP> WVRI lOT? )> 

• Who is thu happy Wsriioi ^ Who 1 1 ho / 

0 *^10x1 ovciy m urns shouUl Wi^h fo ht 

\ — U 1^ the gcnoioiu Spuit, who when ^’iiou^hl 
\ iiong the ti Is ot u il hfi, hstli wi'KJUght- 
I poll the plan ih it pit is d Ins bo\i‘Nh thonght 
Whost hi^li ( ruh \\* us ut *ni inw iid light 
^^Int ir iki 5 tlu puh b h k huu dw hiight 
^ \\ ho, willi i nitmal iiistiiK » to disccui 

• m » * 

\\hU knowledge (aij p ifoim, is diligeiil t'» Itain 
10 Ahid< i 1)^ this u i)Ue, and ‘•tops in thou% 
iUii uukts h moi il hi mg h s pi me i lu 
N'Vio, doomed to go lA tO npui) with 
And I < XI, ind Blood lf(d misei iblo tiain ^ 

Tutus his lueessitf to gloiious iin, 
lu lice ft tlu c *h tlb tvf iiisc ipowd 
WlueTi is oui hum III i itnu )u^l ^st dowc^v#-^ 
Tout lols lilt ill unisnbhn^ tinisn i( i\< 

()t tiiiu bid niitiitmi ind then good i<.( u^s 
By obj tls, \\hi(u mi^lifc loin tin ?oiil to link 
20 Hti titliu”, Kiideitd inoit i mipi^ruouatt 
Is j>l u iblt bet lUSt ote isioii >14 
80 olti 11 th it dtiii uni s It h s i( 111 f 
Mo c skilful m stll-kiiowl dgt, I ♦ n luoii pnio, 

Ad kiiipted luoio moit dile to tinJiiu, 

As moie o\po^cd suluj X in^i ch^-licss , . 
Theme also, moii dive to tt n buiicss 
— Mhs no whose hw is it ism vvho depouds* 

Upon tint liw IS ‘‘i 4>1 lends , 

Jd Hi llupt^^\l • I w ill I n I icit ft Ih dial loloii'i- 

ti blnii^Ncl 3)1^ wh n I III I *th Itint the p eoi 1 1. lub 


list) Ilia I tl t 
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Whence, in a sta^o where men arc tempted still 
3<) To evil for a guard against 'worse ill, 

Ard wliat in qnnlit}’' or act is best 
l)ot|i Roldom on a riglit fonndatio)» rest, 

Hel {hours good on g(»od » j lix/and owes 
To \it jiio every triunipli that he know.s; • 

— AVho, if ho riso to station of coimnaiid, 

Uisosby o])mi nnvans; and (hero Mill stand 
On honoiii.ihle tcvm\, or else retiis*, 

And in hiln^elf possess his o\mi desii e ; 

Who comprehends his (ru d, and to the same 
PJ Iv eps fajtlifnl Muth a srjglen(*ss of aim ; 

And Iherefoie docs not ftloop/lior I’o in Mint 
For wealth, ov honour^, or f(»r M’orldly stao* ; 

Whom they must follow; on \\Iic>s(‘ heid tnnst l.tll^‘ 
Ijiko showers oL jnanna, ii lh <7 eonu» at all ; 

Whose powers -])ed rcnind him *»n the eoninion strife, 
Or mild concerns of ordinary life*, 
constant inOiieneo a peenliar graev ; 
lint who, if ho be called upon to fac’c 
SoineaMfiil moment to which Hi'aven has joined 
oO (Ireat issin g( o.l or lud for iinnmn .kind, 

Is happ 3 ' as a ijO\er ; and at 1 lied 
’ Witli ^TldtleIl Inightness, like a Man insjiiied ; 

And, ihrongli the heat of conHied, keeps the law 
In ('r'llmness luado, and sees wliat ho foresaw; 

Or if an une\}»eei('d call bn<*cocd, 

■’Como when' it wiflV’s espial to the need; 

^-r lle wdio, t hough thus ondoetl a.> w^i^tU a .sen&o 
And faenby for storm and tnrbuhmce, 

Isyev a*^onl dIfop'* /liastcr-bias leans 
GO 'Jo homefelt pl^nsures and 'o'giudle s enes ; 
fcJwcct iniagea ! wliieli, wheresoo er Iu?>be, 
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Ai*e at his heart ; au«I saoh ftdelity 
ll- is Ill's darling passion to approve ; 

More bi*avo for this, that he hath mach t^love — 
'Tis, finally, tho Man, who, lifted high, 

• Ooiispicnous tibjoct in a Nation's eye, 

‘ left unthooght-of in obscui'Ity, — 

W ho, \^ith a toward or untoward lot," 

Prosperous or adverse, to hi^ wish or not — 

70 Plays, in the many g^racs of life, that one 

Whore what he most doth valae must be won ; 

^ Whom neither shape of danger can dismay,^ 

Ngr thought of tondey happiness betray; . 

Who, not content that former worth stand ZhsI, 
Lo/^ka forward, peraevciing to tho last, 

Prein well to better, daily self-surpassed ; 

Who, whether praise of him must walk the earth 
For ever, and to injble deeds give birth, * 

Or ho must fall, to sloop without his fame, 

HO a dead unprofitable name— 

Finds comfort in himself and in his eiuq^ 
z\nd, while the m^ortal mist is gatheriifSTdi aws 
tiis breath in confidence of Heaverr*^ applause ; 

This IS the happy Wariior ;«thi8 is ho 
That every Man in arms should wish to be. 

o\u ♦ ' 'IVotthufoyih. 

Ml HfcJAM LC\PS ur 

^l\ ^ eart leaps up when I beliold 
A rainbow in the 8k}», 

8o was it wlien my life ber'j.i.n, , 

8o IS it now 1 am a 
So be it when I shall grow old, 
f Or lot mo d'o ^ . V * , • 

The Chdd is tether of the ftian # • ‘ 

* Ajid r oonld yiri^h*niy days to be * 

Hound daeli to cach^y natural piety — fh. 

- -f * • 'x . 
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^ SECTION sTX (1807-~’817.) 

^ CXIIl. 

' INriMA'IlONS OF TMMOKlALIll 
H?OM RKOOLLECnON*? OF llAKI.Y r^HIl.LHOOP 

TriFBic was a time wl»ou meadow, grovo, and stre nn, 

The earth, ami every ecynmion ftij'ht, 

To me did seem 
j^.pparoHed in celestial 

The H^ory and the freshness of a drea n. 

It is not now as it has bo'^n of jore; — 

Tarn whereHoe’ev I may. 

« Ily niglifc or day, 

'Fhe thiners which f have seen f %iow enn see tjo more ’ 
II. 

10 T,be rauibow eomtri and goes, 

And lovely is the ro'^o, — 

The moon dotli with delight 
Look 1 omul bey when the heavens a«e bare ; 

Watoi'S on a st irry night 
Are beautifnl and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yefc.T know, where’er I go, 

That there Jiath passed awa,v a glory from the ea/th 
\ ITI. 

N^o-v, while the birds thus sing a joyou>j song, 

20 And whil ' the young «^ambs bonAd 
As to^tbo tpbor’s Sound, 

To me alone there -oame a thaaght^of grief ; 

A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 

And I again am strong. 



.SKCT, n.] INTIMATIONiS OF IMMOBTALITY. 


Tho cataracts blow their trumyots from the itoep, — ^ 
No more shall grief of mine the season wroiiA ; 

I hoar tho echoes through tho moautains thnfng, 

The winds come lo me from the fields of ah 'ip, 

And all th<f earth is gay ; 

^ Land and sea 
Give themselves up to joliit}-, 

And wifcli the heart of 
Doth ovory beast holiday ; 

Thoa child of joy, 

Vhoiit round in»\ let me hear thy shouts. iUoy Inipyjt 
) shepherd -boy ’ # ^ 


V"o b/l*sbed ci\Mtures, 1 have heaid the call ^ 
Ye lo each other make ; 1 sec 
The heavens huigh Vith jou in your jubilee^; 
My heart is at ^oui^ festival, 

MyJ;j»tid h'uh its (Joroiial, 

1 lie fulness of your bliss, J feel — 1 ttoi it all^^ 
(Jh evil day ^ it' 1 were sullen 
While The earih hei.selt i.-» adorning, 

This sweer May moaning ; 

And tin elnidrcn are culling, 

On every side, ♦ 

III u thousand valleys far and wid*», 


I '•esh flowers ; while the sun shines warm 
And the babe leaps ujf on lus mother's arm ; — 
do [ hear, 1 hear, with hea» ' 

— BrA there’s a ti'cc, of many 6uo, 

A single Held wvhieh I bave looked upon, 

Doth ot them speak of sohie^liTri^ fliat^is gone , 
* *The^?iAy at my tt<jl • 

•Doth the sgwQie tale repeat ; 
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Wbi >ber is fled the visionary gleam ? 

Wh 1*0 is it now, the glory and the dream P 

v> ^ 

Oar L*rth is but a sleep and a forgetting ; 

The 80^1 that rises witii os our life's star, . 

GO Hat'^ had elsewhere its sett'ng, 

" And Cometh from afer : 

\ Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakednesb, 

But trailing clouds of g'oiy do we come 
From God, who is our home ; 

He^en lies about ns m our injuiicy , 

Shades of the prison-house begin to clobt , 

Upon the growing hoy^ 

Bui he behold.) the light, and whence it Ho>v&, 

/U Ho sees it in his 3 oy ; 

The yoath^ who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is Naiure's priest, 
iiiT\d by the visiou splendid 
lb ou uis way attended ; 

At length the mau perceives li die away, 

And fade into the'light of co>umou df^f 
VI. 

Ear|bh Alls her lap with pleasures pf her own 
Y'eWmuigs she hath in her own natural Icind, 

Aud, even latli something of a mother's mind, 

80 ^ And .no univo»’thy anil, 

^ The homely nut e doth all she can 
To make her foster-child, heriunmto m£u, 

• Forget the glones H hath known, 

, And that imperii. I palace whence he came. 

V — - 

* Witli this fitan/a coxnnatn the ihoii|;h*s in VaughanV Retrea , Aniho^ 
Bk. I. Seit \J. , also a papsago m 1fiarle*s Mictoroimwttiafilni 
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00 


100 


Bebold the child among his new-boin blisses,] 
A SIX yeais* darling of a pigmy size ^ 

Weo, wheie mid woik of his own hand he luj 
Kietted by sallies of his mother's kisses, 

Witl light upon him fioni his fatlu I’s o^a 
See, at his lect, some little plan oi ohait, 

Some t ragmen t fiom hn dreatd of human life 
Shapid himself with ncM\r-ltaintd ait , 

A vv adding oi a testnpal 
A mom mug oi a tnneiai , 

\nd thij hithjiow his hiaii,* 

And iiTi^o tbi^ ho tiamts his song , 

Then will he ht his tongue 
lu dialogiifs ol biisuus'<, lovt, oi strife 
But it will not long 
Tie this bo fluown^asidt, 

A mth iic»» joj and piidi 
riie little h^ctoi cousauothii put ^ 

tilling fiom tune V) time his ‘ humorous sti 
With ill the p< i sons down to palsied *igi , 

1 hat Life Nings with hei in ntl equipage , 

As if his whole \ocatiou 

* 

Woio endh ss imitation 

VIII 

Thou, i^hose o\tciioi siftnblaiicu doth btlic 
Thy boul’s immensity , ^ ^ • 

110 Thou best philosophoi, wb/jet dcstktep 
Th^ heiitAge , thou eye among tht blind, 

. biieut, leiAji^st tbt^ci inal deep, 

Han1^ti<>d^foi ovei^bv tho et^ml fumd,^^^ 

^ • Alighjly P»o^met ' S^ei ^ ^ ^ 

On whom thobc truths ^ 


16b 
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AVly^'li wc? are toilj^tg all our lives to tind , 

I In/Jaiknt ji lo-^fc, the daikiios's of fch© grave, 

Till n, o^or whom thy iramoi tality 
^ro(»l3 like the day, a mastei o'er n slave, 

1*20 A })io>ence which is not t«> bo |)u\ by ; 

Thou little child, yet glotioiis e the might 
Of h(tt>mi-born tietdom, on thy being^> height, 
Wh} >Mth saeh caiiicbt pains dost thoa provoke 
The }eai8 to thyt' /liable yoke, ^ * 
rhu5 blindly with thy bhsscdiKSs at ^tufe ^ 
FuU soon th^ sonl diall hivi hci cailhl^ lieighf 
\iu) custom lit upon tbit with a wt^glit, 
lltavy as tiOsl,\ind deep almost as li,^o ‘ 


Mi 


'‘uu 


I\ 

( 

0 joy ' tint 111 oui^ embus h 
‘s soiiit thing ilut doth live, 

"I 'hat Nat me )rU lormmbcis 

Wlhit was so fngitne ^ 

« * -r ' 

IiK» rjiought ol oul pc »t ;yeai a m me di th bind , 

iVip(tnai iHiicdietiou , not nidnd 

Kui that \\|iich IS niiAt woithj to be blessed, 

Dcliglir lud lil'i at s’j I III simplcjiictd^ 

01 oluldhood, wiicfchn bus} oi at lost, 

'Villi 111 \v-fkat»i.d liopo still fiutteiiug in his bioast , 
Not ioi these 1 laise 
The s^^ng 1 1 thanks e ml piaise , , 

llniloi tliosi obstinate qrcstioiiings j 


enso uul outvv ^^d things, 


< b'lllings liom us, v^iiiishijjgs , 

Blank l^I^'JlVln^a oi ^ oieatuie 
Moving about jjji wo Kis not ituli/ed, ' 

o which oUi mortaf iiatuii 
Old tiomble like a guilt> thing surpiisod 
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^ . .ti \ 

\ 

• Bat foi ^ose "ifFt fions, '* 

Th:)S(* shaSowj ref'oilectioiis, 

KO , W hif h, bo thcv wlut tlio^ ^ 

/u ><Mht tortn^tdm-bpfht oi ill our <3 ^ 

Vic 'it a inast/< i-In^ht of U1 oui sicii ^ , * 

1 ^ 1 'lolfl Ti< oh'^nsU lud have povvir^to maici 
Oui lioisy >(ais sOi m mnnionts ui tlio b‘Uif? 

Of thi c t( in il mIciui tmtfis Hint uoki, 

To pmsli nc\(i 

\\ }n( li luiflut lisflttsnO'v >iioi fill'd tnAfa\ our 

AToi uiin uoi bov • i 

rlltJiii IS I nimir^ witli |u) 

IbO Cu tdlcily il) 1 or rltsfi r’S 

Hi u i 111 i sf IS >t» < 1 fcibn i Old i ) 
riioiifrli mitud 1 1» uf bi 
f)ui soiildliiM sK^hr yt tbit iinmoitil sr i • 

Wlnili b ou<\ht jc bit lien 
*\ * ilia iioht nt ti u ( I tb tlu 1 - 
V ui the obild en spn upon ti t sUoi 
Ai I bi u tbi mi"b4> witci loPni^^ i vif^ u f 

» lijiii > 111 ^ M buds vtn r Hin{* i^pyoussou^ 

And Jit ilu \oun^ limb'* bound 
vl7d As f(j dll t ilx I’s soinnl * • 

We, in s\ill join >oui tin ou^ 

Vo Hat pipe and >e ibit pli^, ^ 

Yotliit tliiouQh^*) 1 Icirtstodiy 
I eel tlio £>ladAioss ol i> • ‘ 

What though tlu ladiuKt whi b onei so^buj^bt 
He now foi e\, t tikeu ro’y sight 
Though nolhmg can Oit^p* bftek flio ^loui* 

01 spltn toui «»! tJHi^giiss ot f;Vov m dowoi- 
^ Wc \fill giu\o n»t, laiiici Uwd 
180 Stiength in wln^ remt^fh*! Muod, 

.ft * - ■* . 
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kn the primal #iympa thy 
ij Which having been, mnst ever be ; 
\in the soothing thonghts that spring 
^ur of hnnian suffering ; 

^ the faith that look?* throuj^h deaths 
In year«»;^hafc bring the philosopjii'* mind, 


And oh ye touiitaiirfl, mcadoivs, hills, and groves, 
Think not of any severing or our loves * 

Yet in my heart of hean^^s 1 feel your might ; 

14 0 I o*ily have relinquished one delight, \ 

To V VO beneath yonr mor<^ habitnal sway. * 

I love the brooks, which down tlieir channels fret, 
Rven more than when 1 tripped lightly as th^y, ; 

The innocent bright neH,s of a now-boni day 
“ ' I.»j lovely yet , 

The clouds that gather round thd setting sun 
Tio tako a sober Colouiing from, *11 eye ^ ^ 

Thai*hath ke[)l watch o’ev man’s morlrfiity ; 

Another rdee h <th been, and other palms are won 
200 Thanks toUie human heart by, which we live ; 

Thanks to its tein^oAieas, ita ,ioy8 and ^ayh ; 

To mo the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thonghts that do often lie too deep for tears! 

— WordswoHlt, 

t * 

C\IV. 

PTTT AND* POX. 

, Nor moar,n yo k'^s liis perished worth, 

Who bade the oonqiicror go foi th, 

‘And lanncbod that thunderbolt waV 
On Egypt, Ilafjih, TJjrJfalgar ; 

Who, boijn to guide such hig^o^nprizcf • 

For Britain’s wyal, was oqrly wi^e ; ♦ 

Alas ! to whom the tilmighty gave. 
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For Britain’s sins, an early sgrave 
His worth, who, in his mightiest hour, 

10 A bauble held the pride of power, 

Spurned at the soi'did Inst of pelf, ^ 

And served fiis Albion for herself ; ; 

\yijo, when Uks frantic crowd amain / 

Sti-ainod at subjection’s bursting rcil?, 

O’er their wild mood full conquest gained, 

The pride, he wonlTi no^ crush, restrained. 

Showed their llerce zeiil a worthier ciuise, 

' And brought the freo:aau s arm, to aid *1110 fi'^- 
man’s laws.- | , 

il^thit ilftou but lived, tliongli Jitripped of j^ower, 

20 ^ watchman on the Jomdy tower, ■' 

Thy thrilling trump had roused tlio land, 

When fraud or d{^ngej* were at liaud; • ^ * 

By thee., ;jis J^eacon-light, 

pilot.s had. kept conr.so aright ; 

As some proud column* thougli aloue^^--^' 

Tliy strength l^ad propped the tottiJring throne ; 
Now is the stately column broke, • 

The be? con-light is quench in smoke, 

The ti'umt>ct’s silver sound still, 

30 Tlio warder silent on the hill !* 

Oh think, liow' to his latest day, 

Wlum death, just iwvering, claimed his prey, 

With Palinure’s 4inaUered mood, ^ 

Finn at his dangerou^l^st ho*stood ; 

Facli«eall for needful rest repelled, 

With dyifig hand tl%o rudder held, 

Till,^in hisjfall, with ftR*fuf^wayji 
^ The stcoi^g^ (Jf the l eaiiii gavu ! 

Then* \^hilc on Britain’^ tliVusaud plains, 
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40 (fno nnpollntcd^'chm^li remains, 

Whoso peaceful hells ne’er sent around 
Vlie hloody tocsin’s maddening sound, 
sHll, upon the hallowed day, 

Conyoke the swains to prai/;o and pray ; 
Whiit^faith and ci\ul peace afc dear, ; 
Grace this cold marble with a tear, — 

He, who preseiwcd them, Pitt, lies here ! 
Noi’ yet suppress the generous sigh, 
Because his rival sltmibers nigh; 

60 Nor be thy requiescat dumb, 

^bst it be said o’er Fo:^’s tomb. 

For talents mourn, untimely lost, ^ 
When best employed, and wanted most ; ^ 
Mourn genius high, j^nd lore profound, 

AnU wit that loved to piay, not wound ; 
And all the reasoning powers divine, 

To penetrate, resolve, combk-s?^ ; 

AawJ feelings keen, dnd fancy’s glow,' — 
They sleep with him who sk^ep^s below ; 

CO And, if ubou mourn’st they could nol sav^^ 
From error bill; who owns tliis gra^e, 

Be every harslutr thonght suppressed, 

And sacred be the last long rest. 

Hercj where the end of earthly things • 
Lays heroes, patriots, bards, and kings'; 
Where stiif the liMd, and still the tongue, 
Of those wbo fougn^f and s[>oke, and sung ; 
dfere, wdicre the fretted aisles prolong 
The distant snott^^^ of kftly song, 

70. As if sorneang^el spoke again,,, ■> , . 

“ All peace on eaHh, good-will to mep » 
4 If ever from an Bryylish heart, 
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0, here let prejudice depari^ 

And, partial feeling east aside, 

Record, that Fox a Briton died ! 

Wlicn Europe crouched to Franco’s yoho, 

* And Austria*l)ont, and Prussia brolco, 

• And the finn pussian s purpose brave; 

bArtcrod by a tirnoroua slnvo, ^ 

SO Even then dishonour s peaci? he spumed, 

The sullied olivc-bi'^ncb’rfd allied, 

Stood for Ills eoiinlry's^qlory fast, 

• And nnilod lui* (‘olonr.'i <() Hie mast ! 

Ifeaven, lo j-eward h^s lirmncss, gav.e 
A poT'tioi^iu this lionoui’ed grav/\ 

Aiicl ne’er held marb^ in its trust • 

Of two snch wondrous men the dust. — Marmion. 

• cxv. 

tAvU’S I^rOUTATJTV. 

Tni:v- ciin 'vvlioTcdl us Love can dio| 

With life all otlier passions fly ; ^ 

All oi.hera arc but vanity. 

In lira von ambitwi cannotj^dwell, • 

Nor avji^'^’co in the vaults of Sell ; 

Earthly, tlicse passions, are o£ejji-th, 

They jierisli where they iiavo thcor biith, 

,Bat Love Is iiidestmctible : 

Its holy flame for oviti* biirnef h, • 

10 From lieaven it enAie, to Ijjifiveu^rouimoth ; 

Too oft on earth a trouV/ed guest,* 

At tiTiu»5 deceived, at limes oppressed, 

It hcix^is tried aild jmri%d*> 

The/i l^ath in, leaven its perfecpt rest^^ 
tt- soweth toil and care, 

But the harvest'timo of there. 

• • 
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0|i ! when a inoihor meets on high 
Tpe babe she lost in infancy, 

Ifath slio not then, for pains and fears, 

20 The day of woe, tho anxious niglit, 

For all her sorrows, ali teals. 

An o^\n'-payniont of delight 

— Sovthey — The Cur%e of*Keliama. 

CXV;. LW'R* 

Life ! I know not what thou art, 

33at know that thou and I nutst part ; 

And when, or how, or where we met 
1 own to mo's a secret yet. 

But this I know, when thon art fled, / 

Where'er they lay thes'b limbs, this head, • 

^ No clod so valueless shall he 
As all that then remains of mo. 

Oh whither, whither dost iUou^Vr^ 
ilr ‘Where bend unseen thy trackless courSl'p" 
in thi.s stmnge divorce. 

Ah, tell where I must seek this compound I ? 

To the vhst ocean of erapypoal flame ' ^ 

From whence foy essence came 
Dost thou tliy^ flight pursue, when freed 
From iiiattor’s base encumbering weed ? 

Or dost thou, hid from sight, 

Walt, like some spoil-bound knigbt, 

^ Through* blank ol\j.ivious years the appointed hour 
20 To break thy trancdM'';nd rcassnmo thy power ? 

•'Yet can't thou without thought or feeling be ? 

Oh say what ayt. thou, when no iiiore thou’rt thee P 

' “ with *,Ma(lanifc D^\cf»liiy, ponie YOtV'M hoforo died (1840), 

1 fnid to her, * Do you rouieviber tho.^o Uaffe [ the* lirst four and tue last 
jdtrht] of Mrs. Burba ald’s-'-7>V/’<p — which X once repfeatod fo you ?’< ‘ lleineni- 
hVlvheni ! * she replied, \I rexjont them to myself every night before 1 go 
to Bleep.* llogers. , i 
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* 

Life! wo* VO boon Ion togr^tbor 
Through ploaaant and through cloudy weai^icr, 

*Tis hard to part when friends are dear, — 

' Perhaps *fcwiU cost a sigh* a tear; 

. Then steal Away, give little warning, 

, • Choose thine own time ; 

Say not’ *Good^Night,’ — but, in some lirightor clime, 
30 Pid me * Good Morning.* ^ — Mrti, BarbauhL 

CXV5T. 

THE DESTRUCTION OE SEXNACUERIIJ.^ • 

Till-: Assyrian eamo dosvnflike the wolT ow the 
And ln\s ( dnn'fs wi‘ve gleaming in piwph* nnd gtdd ; 

And il\o sheen of tlieir s}>i^it‘s was like stars on "the sea, 
^Vlien the blue ^Yave rolls lyghtly on deep Galilee. 

Like the leavTs of the liorest vvlien Sununer i.s*gr(?bn, 
That Ijost with banners at sunset were seen: 

Like i,hc loaves of tiio forest wlien Antijmn hat]ij)lf)tvn, 
8 That host on the moi*row lay withered ami .^KVJwn. 
t\>i* the An.gel of De/lth spread liis wings on the blast, 
Aii'k \thed in the face of tlni foe as Ife passed ; 

And the eyes the sleepers waxed deadly and chill, 
And ifwjir hearts but once heaved, a^nlfoi* cvej* grow still ! 
And there lay the steed with his T«ostril all wide, 

But ihrcftigh it there rolled not t.he breiitli of liis pi*ido ; 
And the foam of his gasf»iiig lay white on the turf, 

1(5 And cold as tlic S}»ray of the, <^dek-l)(«i^ ting surf. - 

• • 

And there hjy the rider distorted and pale, ^ , < 

With the dew o« liis brow, and the rust on his mail ; 
And the tents \vei*e all silent^ Ihe ^anucuii alone, 

The hiuco.s*nnliC<^et>f l<(ie trumpt'l nnblon^i. 

See 2 xU, 35, aad 2 C/o’oauLs, xxxii, 21, 22. 
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And the widows of^isliur are loud in their wail, 

And, the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; .* 

And tlie jniglit of the Gentile, unsmotc hy the swoi*d, 

24 Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord !' 

• 

€ 

cxvirr. 

TO' THE SKYLARK. 

I ^ Bird of the wifderacss, 

Blithesome and eumborlcss, 

S-wcet Ijo thy matin o’er inoorljind and loa ! • 

/• Kiorblom of happin(;ss, 

Blest is- thy dwelling-place — * 

C 0 to abide in the descirt with tliee ! , 

Wild i.s thy lay Jtnd loud, 

Far in the downy olmid, ^ 

^ Love gives it energy, love gaY^ii.JUii’th j 
- Where, on thy ^dewy wing, 

ere art thou jonmoying ? 

12 Thy lay is in heaven, thy loVe is on earth. 

« c * 

O’er fell acuF fountain sheen, ’ 

O’er moor and mountain greon, 

OVr the red* sf reamer that heralds the day, 

Over the cloudlet dim, 

Ovegi* the rainbow’s rim, ^ 

18 Musical cherub, soar, singing, away ! 

, ' , ^ 

Then, Avh(?n ill*, gloaming comc.s, 

* * Low in the heather blooms, 

Sweet will \>hy y olcomo and bed’^f love bo ! 

^ Entblem of h^^ppincss, ^ ^ 

Blest is iby 'dwelling-place^^ 

‘*^’4 0 to abide in the (Jesert with thee ! -^Mogg 
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SUNRISE, 


(XIX. 

V SUNRISE.* 

From early clnldliood, oven, as Iiatli been said, 
From his sixtJi year, lie iiad been sent abroatl 
• , In siininier to* tend herds ; biieJi was bis task 
Tbehcc forward -ill] the Jatei* day of Youth. 

0 then what sonl ■was his, wj^cn on tfte toj>s 
Of the higli mountains, he bebeld tbo snn 
liisc up, and batbe ifio world in light ! He l ooked — 
Ooean and earili, tbo so -id iVanie uf oai-tb 
* And oeoan’s liipiiii mass, heiicatb him lay • 

10 1?^ gladness i ml deep jjoy. 'rbc eloiuls werCy 'li)nobed, 
And in tlicfir silent faces oonld he i*ead 
irniitiej*able love. So]ind needed none, 

Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank 
Tbo spiudaclo ; sensation, soul, and form,* 

All melted inb* him; tlioy swallowed up 
His anin'htx bei'.njr; in*tKem did bo live, 

And by -*110111 did he li\r ; they vveiv iiis li'#:. 

In siieh aoe'c'ss of mind, in such ]iii>di*boiir 
or \i.siL<ition from the livim;- Cod, 

*J0 not ; in enjuvSieat it ex]ured. 

No thanks lie breathed, be protlered no request; 

Rapt into still coiumimi«»ij (bat'tAinsconds 
3^10 imperfect ofilees of prayer and praise, 

His mind was a thank ^giving to the J^ower 
That made him ; it^w’as bje.ssediirss and love I 

The E.vcursiun id a poj^iu ia six books, Tuainly ooeuinoil with* ^irosjtio ♦ 
thoirics ; bat ’* snuiO of ifc;j passages rank aiiiotig tlio poet’s higbcat Bights. 
S«eb is the passage iu i]:)ok 1, dr^cvibiug tli<iboy 'M rapture at Sunrise;*' 
and tho picture oS a Suiisv'tt at the cloo* tu<? pf..nc b*uk. Such is t he _ 
opening of Boe'e lu ; and ihc^im>*sage dr-ic; •biuj^tlic wijd joy of romniiip** 
through a mountain si(.irf aSnl^tho jnetar .'hoitt which compares tho Mind’s 
power of fra;..sligO' ‘ing Uio obstacles which her, with the glorv , 
into wdiich tho Moon iucomirntO'' the undu’fiw.' that ivonld iuterceptiLV]' . 
boiinife;.’’ r.AY. il. Mycir. ♦ • • 
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CXX. 

MUSTNGS OP THE WANDEBBR. 

‘‘ I SEP around uic hero 

Things which you er.nuot sec ; wo die, my Friend, 
Nor we alone, hut that wiilrh each man loved 
And prized in his pocnliai* nook of earth 
r)l(‘s with him, or is changed ; and \ery soon 
Kvnm of the good is no memorial left. 

— Tlie Poets, in th^ir eiegics and songs 
Ijanicnting the departed, call the groves, 

They call upon the hills and streams to moivn, 

10 And scns<‘kss rocks; ^lor idly; for they spcukj 
111 these tlieir invocations, ^itli a vtiicc 
Obedient to the strong creative power 
Of human passion. Sympathies thcrc’arc 
More trampiil, yet perhaps of kindred birth, ^ 
That steal upon the me(iitat*vo mind, 

And grow with thouglrt. Besiti«-hjf on h]>i ' in g I stood, 
\nd eytd its waters till we seemed to feel 
One sadness, they and [, For them a bond 
Of brotherhood is broken; time has be'CMi 
20 When, every the tmich of huiT>?.»i«Iiand 

Dislodged the natiiruJ sioep that binds them np 
111 mortal stillness ; and they ministered. 

To human comfort. As I stooped to drink, . 
Upon the sLmy foot-stone I espied 
The useless fragment of a wooden bosvl, 

Green wdth the moss of years, a pensive sight 
Tliat moved my Kt'art, recalling former days 
Wlioii I could nt v'cr pass that roail but *she, 

Who lived within these walls, at my approach, ^ 

A daughtei'hs welcome gave no, and I loved her 
As my own, child. Oh, Sir ! 1,110 good din lirst, 

And they whoscy hearts arc dry as summer dust 
lJuru to the i-iockct.” 
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CWl. 1 
SUNSET.t 

Kke long ilio sun declining .sh(>t 
• A shini and mellow radiance, which began 
, To fall npon tjh, while, beneath the trees, 

. We sat on that low bench; and now^ wo felt, 
Acimon'shed thus, the sweet hour co^jiing on. 

A linnet wacbled fi’om fclioso^ h>i'ty elms, 
xV thrush sang loud,oand other melodies. 

At distance heard, peopled ihe iiiihhn* 

, The old man rose, and, with a sprightly mien 
10 ho] 3 ohil preparation, grasped his staff ; 4 
Toeelher castn.g tho^'^ a farewell look 
IJjr' n iliose silent walls, Ave left the shade, 

Am*., ere the stars wefe visible, had reached 
A village-inn, — our evening* restiiig-plaee^ — llj. 

• *cxxii. 

PkoM THE MOON.T 

W'l’ijtrv the soul a faonlcy abides,' 

'riuit Avith inier]>ositio7is, which Avould hide 
Ajxl diukon, so can deal that thev" be<’.ouie 
Coiiiingeneies of pomj) ; aiivl t^cr\e to exali 
Her nativ'e briglitness As the ample hum-ji, 
ln«the cleep stillness of a summed* even 
Hi sing behind a thick and lofty gi'ovo, 

Hums, like an iiiiconsuming fire of light, 

In the green trees and, kindling on all sides 
10 Tlieir leafy umbrage, turns the Plusky veil 
Into a substance glorious as lier tnvn, ^ 

Yea, Avith her own incorporated, by poAver 
Capacious and serene. 4^’ko Jjower^ibides 
In mah*M co?csijijl spirit ; Vjrlue tints 

. .<t ... ... 

+ X See iioto on page 
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Sots forth and yiagnihes herself ; tlius feeds 
A calm, a beautifnl, and silent fire, 

From the encumbrances of moi-tal life, 

From error, disappointment — nay, from guilt ; 

And sometimes, so relentinq; j&sticc wills, 

20 From palpable oppressions dcjpair. Dk, iv. 

I ' 

exxm. 


NfGHT AND DEATH. 

• j 

. IVfysrERiors Night ! when oar first parent know 
Thee, from report divine and heard thy name, 
ilid he not tremble for this lovely frame, 

♦This glorious canopy light, and blue ? 

Yet, beneath a cnrtaiu of ii*ansiac6nt deyy, 
iJathen in the rays of d:he great setting 3ij,me, 
Hesperus, with the host of heaven came ; 

And lo! creation widened iu man’s view. 


Wlio could have t]ioiigl\,t sugh 'darkness lay concealed 
Within thy beams, 0 Sun I or who could find, 

\v hile fly, and leaf,' and insect stood revealed, 

I’hat to such conulless orbs? thou madcst us blind ? 
Why do we then^sbuu Deajh with anxious strife? — 
If Light can thus deceive, wherefoKi not Life ? 

— Blanco Whilt. 


* “ The finest and most graudly-conceivod sonnet in ouv langmige, at 
least it is only in Milton and Wordsworth that I renieniber any mal,“ 
n . -■'Coleridge. 

Thc^ exquisite art of tins sonnet Mr. BInneo Whim’s, seems to \\s 
to exhibit, as in a perfect type, the true rationale of the sonnet. It.'s not 
abstract, for it per]Letrateu throughout with the niost idvid sense of 
vision j it is not merely or chiefly nictorial, for its whole life and meaning 
are intellectujil, an apj^eal to the uigbest and subtlest kind of analogy ; 
.it is not' didactic, for it throbs with the keenest of human feelings, the 
pi-ofonod mystery of Death mingled with the io»"tiact of immoiiafity ; it 
IS not^stagnant— danger of the sonnet— but full of motion, 

. ^vory line advai»6ng you, towjjh’iis the conclusion, . . . and it does con- 
trive; Its but few iibuuettj do, to corabino the", iud tlashh)f n surprise with 
. the stately movemont of an 'lutelloctual train a! thought.” . 

, ' ' The Speciatort Doc. 20 1873, 
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r\xrt 
(cRKEc V 

lit) who haHi lK*nt him oVr tho doad, 

Ere ihe first day of death is flod, 

• Tlio first darlf dav of noihintjupss, 

The last of dagger and distress 
(Before decay's olfacing fingers ^ 

Have swept tho lines where heanty lingers), 
And marked the mdd angelic air, 

Tho rapture ot repose t^lLit's there, 

• Tlie hved yet tender traits that siren k 
10 T]'e languor of Hie idacul ehook, 

And, bahitoi i]»at sad sht'onded eye, 

That fires not, wins nol, weeps not now ; 
And, but for that chill changeless brow, 
Where opld obstraetioii's » 

Appals the gating nionriior^s heart. 

As ’f to limi it oould impai’t 

Tho doom he dioads ye'i dwells upon * 

Yes, but for tbe^se, and these alone. 

Some ;uoraen(s, aye, one treacherous liour, ‘ 
‘JO Ho stPJ might doubt the tfyr‘»iib's power ; ^ 
So fair, so calm, so softly si alt»d, 
l*he first, last look by death revtiahsl ’ 

Such is the aspect of this shore ; 

’Tis Greece, but living Greece no more ^ 

So coldly sw'oet, soMeadly fair, 

We start ; for soul is waiting there. » 

Hers IS tho lovelinevSS^Tn death, 

That par*-> not quite with parting breath , 
But beauty with that faqrfitl'hloom^ 

30 That hue wtii?l» haunts it j-o tho tosnb, 

4 ‘*ExprO(-sion*8 h*flt eeceding itvy, 
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A gilded halo hoveriug round decay, 

The farewell beam of feeling past away ! 

Spark of that dame, perchance of heavenly birth, 
Which gleams, but warms no more its cherished earth. 

Clime of the nnforgotten brave ! 

Whose land from plain to mounu in-cavc 
AVas freedom’s home or glory’s grave'; 

Shrine of the mighty ! can it be 
^10 That this is all remains o'? thee ? 

Approach, thou craven crouching slave ! 

« -Say, is not this Thermopylai ? 

Tkese waters blue that ijound yon lave, * 

'' O servile offspring of the frde ! 

Peononnee what sea, what shore is ^ 

The gulf, the rock of ^lamis ! 

Thefjo scenes, their stoVy.uot unknown, 

Arise, and make again your ovv.n ; 

Snatch from the ashes ol yoiir sirewr 
50 The erabeis of their former tires ; 

And 'he, .who in the 9ti*ife expires. 

Will add to theirs f. name of fear 
That tyranny sbaU quake to^^hear ; 

And leave his sons a hope, a fame, 

They too will rather die than shame ; 

For, Freedom’s battle once begun, 

Bequeathed by bleeding sire to son, ' 

Though badled oft, is evbr won. 

Bear witiiojs, 0"i*eece, thy living page, 

60 Attest it many a deatfiless age I 
While kingf^ in dusty dai^kness hid, 

Have lofl:',a n&melies^^pyramid, 

’Thy heroes, though the general' doom ' " 

Hath swept the columa fr</m their tomb, 
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A mightioi moHTiinent f omu \]n(l , 

The mouiitftinR ot thtir imtivo lau<l , 

Theie points thy Masc to strangei’s ejo 
The giavob of thone that cannot die ’ 

. Tweio long toll, and <-ad to hace, 

70 Kach stop Iroiu splcndoui to di'^giaco , 

En )ugh —no foicign toe could qotll 
Thy soul, till liom itself it It 11 
Yor ’ fl< It -abasement pavtd the \^a^ 

To villain-bonds and do*-pot-s\%ay Jlhn ?; 

» \\\ 

IHB SHAMROCK t 
S npol (jH Eiin’s fsh 
To spent awhile. 

As Lo\osiid Valdui wandoi cd, 

With Wit, the spiito, 

Wlio^oqnnoi hiight 
A tlionsjufd luo^svs sfju indi ltd 
WhexVi they pass, 

S A tnpu g iss 

Shoots up, ^itb dii^ diops ‘‘tic i rnru», 

Vs softly giAi n 
As enu»iald s^en, * 

Thiough puicst ciystai chaining 
O the Shamiock, the giccu, inwipiial ShamiQtk 
(^hosen leaf 
or Baid and Chief, 

10 (»ld Eiiu’s initi\i. Sliamioek ^ • 

Says \ alour, ^ Sec, 

They Rpnng for m6, 

Tho^i lf*ify gems ^moining — 

Says Love, ** No no, 

For me Vbojj 

1VL frag' lyft jiaih adonnu/J 

* Prom t)ie (hu »i t Pioni It-*? i hes^ No. i . publisbrd 1833 
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Bttfc Wit perceives 
24 The triple loaves, 

And cries, “ Oh ! dn nofe sever 
A ty]>o fchat blends 
Three godlike Mends, 

Love. Valour, Wit, for e^er !*’ 

0 thf^ Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock ! 
Chosen leaf 

' , Of B«.rd and Chief, 

.*12 * Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! 

• »So firmlj foml 

'* JVIay last the bond 

They wove that morn titgethn", 

And ne’er may fall 
One drop of gall 
( On Wit’s celestial featlic^! 

May Love, as tvnno 
40 His flowers divine, 

. Of iliorny falseho^'d' weed ’em !. 

May Valour ne’er 
His standard rear 
Against the’eause of iVeedom \ 

0 the Shamrock, tlio green, immortal Shamrock ! 

* ' ' Chosen loaf 

Of Bard and Chief, 

48 Old Erin’s native Shamrock ! -Aj/oorc. 
exxv/. 

' « YOUTH AND AGE. 

Theuk's not a joy the ^orld can give like that it takes 
away, 

When the glcw^of early thought cfeclines in feeling’s 
^ dtiir decay; 

’Tis not on you"th’s«3mooth ch&ic' t?iO blush alone which 
fades so fast, ’ 
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Bttt the tend or bloom of beai't ih gone, ere youth ittivlf 
. be past. 

•Then the few whoso spirits float above the wreck of 
happiness ^ 

Arc driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excevss j 
^rho magnet of Sheir course is gone, or only poifits in 
‘ vain 

8 The shore to which „ their sliivered sail shall never/ 
stretch again. 

Then tJie mortal coldneshof the soul like desith iisclf 
^ comes down ; • 

It caimoi feel tor otliers’ woes, li dare not dfcaiu its 

«jwn ; 

Thai: iieavy chill has fi‘ozeu o’er the fountain of o»ii‘ , 
tears, , 

And though the* oyd may sparkle still, ’tis' where the 
ice appeal s. * 

Though wit may Hash* from fluent lips, mid mirth 

disti’iict tlie l^'cast, ^ 

I . 

1’hrough» midnigh;^ hours ijiat yield tui niortj their 
former nope of rest ; * 

’Tis but as ivy-leaves around tJie ruined turret 
'wreathe, 

IG All green and wildly fresh without, but worn atid gray 
be'ieath. • 

m 

O could T feel a.s 1 hSve fed^br be^wlrtit I havejieen, 

Or weep as 1 could ^ce have 'uh^pt o’er many a 
vaiiiiShed scene, — * ^ • 

As springs in deseihs foiiiijl suevi %vveet, all brackish 
thoHgh be, * •• , ^ 

S<!A midst the ‘Hdther(;(l Avaste^of Jife, those tears Avuuld 
floAV to me ! • • — Jkjroif, / 
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^ CXXVIl. 

MEN OF England! 

Men of England ! who inherit 

Rights that cost yonr sires their blood ! 

Men whoso undegenuiulo spirit 

Has been proved on land anil flood ; — 

By the foes youVe fought uncounted, 

By the glorious deeds ye’ve done, ' 

Trophies captured — breaches mounted, 

Xiivies conquered — kingdoms won ! 
v'et, remember, Engljgmd gathers 
, Hence but fruitless wreaths of fame, 

If the freedom of your fathers 

Glow not in your heiirts tbv. same* 

What are monuments of bravery, / 

Whore no public vii'tues bloom ? » ■ 

What avail, in lands'of slavery, 

1 0 'Crophied temples, arck and fomb ? 

Pageaiils! — Let the vvo'*ld i:evcre us 
Kcr ou^' people’s rightj? ^r^d laws, 

And the breast of civic heroes 
Barea in Freedom’s holy jauso. 

Yours are Hampden’s, Rncjseirs, glory, 

Sydney’s rna'^.chless sha<lo is yours; — 
f Martyr'S in heroic story, 
ii4 ^ Worth i hundred Agincourts ! 

We’re the sons of sires that balHcd 
Crowned and mitred tyranny; — 

They defied the field and scaffold 
' For their- birth rights — so will we ! — CampbelL 

r. 

^ CSXVlll. 

ON TVi: DBATir OF SIR PETER PARJCEU. 

Thebe is a trjcu* far all that die, 

A mourner o^ir the hiimbJesf; gvavc ; , . 

But nations swell i?be funei'af c3’}v' ,>> 

, And TriumpliSvepps above the brave. 



SKCT. vr.] ON THE DEATH OE SIR PETER PARE ER. 


185 


For them is Son'ow’s purest s'^gh 
' O’er Ocean’s heaving bosom sent ; 

Jn vain their bones nnbnried lie, 

8 All earth becomes their monnnieut ! 

’A tomb is theirs on every page, 

A I cpi+nph oiP every tongue ; 

Th(^ presoiit hours, the future age, * 

For them bewail, to tlmori lA'long. 
tVe’ t hem the voice of iVstal mirth 

£ 

Orows hushed, their iiuine the only sound ; 
Wliilc deep llemomlu'ance pours to Worth • 
lb Tnc go) ) let’s t rib utavy round. . 

A th('MJ ) to crowds that knew Uicm not, 

Ij'o iented by admiriiig fo<\s, * 

Who would not share their giorions lot ? 

Who would not du)^he death tliey chose^'^ *^'' 

• . i- 

And, gallant- ! Jbus ensJivined 

Thy life, tliy ,/Jiy fame Kshall bo ; , 

And oo-rly valoui*, glowing, tind • 

24 A jnodel in ihysicmory. ^ 

But tlicre are breaiircs that bleed vvii)t*iheo 
In woe, that glor^- cannot ^uell; 

And,shuddenng hear of victory^ * 

Where one so dear, so dauntless, fell. 

Wlteiv sjjall they turn to mourn tliee less P 
WJien cease to ]icar*fhy ehojuBhed ftanie P 
Time cannot teach forget fulness, ^ * 

32 WJiile Grief’s full hca#«fc is fed byi Fame. 

Alas ! forHIiom, thgagh not’ for thee, * 

They cannot choiise hiit*^'eo|>*tlaj more ; 

Deep JJio griei inu^ be, • - 

Who ne’er ^fave cause to inouim before. 

Oct 1814 . - Titirmt 


24 
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* CXXIX. 

SONNET ON CHILLON. 

ErRT?NAL Spirit of the chainlons Mind ' 

Briolitest in dim^yeons, Liberty! thou art, 

Kor there thy liahifation is tuc heart — 

The heart which love of Thee ali^nie \‘ni hind : 

And ^Aherf thy sons to fetters are consipfiied, 

To fetters, and tho^danip vault’s dayless {ylooni. 

Th''ir country conquers with tlieir martyrdom 
And F'reedom’a fame finds win^s on every wind. 
Chillon ’ thy prison is a holy pin fc, 

AnTthy ^^rd floor an allai, for ‘fwns trod 
Until bis very sh‘ps have lefi a tracd ^ 

Worn, as if tliy I'old pavement wei^e a sod,, , 

By Bonnivurd ’ Mh\ mme those marks effact* ’ 

Foi appeal from tyranm to God. — [h/rou. 

exxti. 

» « TO woRnsjr/'.rtn. 

PoEf of Nature, thou hast wept to know 
That thini(s de})avt which nevt'c may return ! 
Childhood jtnd ycnitT, fj*iends{-ip atid loVe’s lirst {flow, 
TTave (led like sweet dreams, leaving tJieo to mourn. 
T)iese common, w>es 1 fi'ol. One loss is mine 
Which thou, to >, fcelost ; yet 1 alone deplore. 

Tliou wcv< as a Ume .star, whose Hg’ht did shine 
On some frail bark in winter s midnight roai ; 

T^ou hast, iike;,to a'rock-bifiit refuge, sh)od 
Above the blind and baKling multitude. 

Tii lionourcd povei'ty thy voice did wca\e 
Songs consecr&re»t« trjiGi'and liboity,- 
Is^iSerting those," 'thoii lea vest jnvtq griovei 
Thus having heey, that thon .'^houfdfit c^aso iO he. 

‘ t — Shelley, 
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t'XXM. 

ALIENATED FKIENDSIUP. 

Alas! tliey imJ boon fi’icnils in yciith 
Bixt wliispci’ijia toiiguort can poison (rixtli , 

.And ooiislaiicylivf's in milriis above, 

Ain^ life tlioi‘i,v: and youth vain: 

And Lo be wi'ulli Itli one we love ® 

Doth work lik{‘ inaduebo in tin) brain 
And thus il t•lnulcedt^^ • IMhiue, 

Witii Boland and Sir Leolin** 

Xarh spake \\oids of hitch disdain 
l\) An<? niMdt <o his hen j‘i\ best hrodiin*. 

The\^j>arhfl Tie’» i to meet agaia’ 
either tbumUanothot* 
d'o lice tlte hollow heart .Cioin painuie , 

They stood aloof, th^' ‘‘ears remaining, * * 

Like (lilts whieti liadj>eeii reiif asnndeJ’/ 

'V dreary s'‘a nows^ows betwa'en ^ • 

Bnt neil flier heat, nor Jrost, nor thunder * 

Shall ^^holl} do anav, I wei*n. 

The marks oi’ that«^svliich uiVe hath Weji. 

— ( 'olt / uhjf \ dh yi bfalwL 

, « x\xn. • « 

THE aUfilAL OP SIK JOHN AfOOUr. 4 
Noi a drum was hoard, nut a funeral note, 

As Iris corso to the vainpart we hnj»ried , 

Not a soldier disciia^^?ed his ‘Jjivew ell .shot 
O’er tlie giasx* where^r hero we^ buried. 

. VV'e bnriitl him darkly at dead of iiiglit. ^ 

' r * * 

The s(Mks with our bAyomasdiir^rag ; 

By t1>i' .‘♦trngyli\j|g jino(ml)(*am’s Misty ,ligbt, 

8 <i\nd the laiftern dimly hui’nipg. 

* Pk^t publitiLed anuajajously i'llbe JJtV'/'jf TeL graph ^ 
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No iibcloss coflin* enclosed Ins breast, • 

Not in sheet nor in shroud we wound him , ; 

Bui lie lav lihe a wanior takiiii** his rest, 

With his mai'iial cloak ncouiid him.'^ 

F(‘W and short ^ere the pray^ u-i we said, 

' And we spoke not a word oFsoriow : 

But we •steadfast ly gazed on the face that was dead, 
IG And wo bit telly thought of the morrow. 

'■’Ye fliought. as we lioilowed his nau'ow hoj>, 

And smoothed dowh liis Jonel) pillow, ^ 

Tliat tlie foe and the ‘-ti anger would liCcul^ ti'of his “ 
\ liead, ^ 

And we far away on the billow^ ’ * ^ 

Lightly the\ ’irtall. ot Hie spii‘it that’s goii‘, 

And o’er ids cold a'<hos nphi.ud him - 
liu.'httle lug’ll lock, if thoT hi, him skep on 
24 111 tiu‘ grate where a Ihitfrii has laid him. 

But halt cf our heaw* t»**»w*l\as done, 

AVhen.^hc eh'ck stuiek the hoin foi I'dli’ing ; 

And we heard Ihe^khstaiit and landoin gun 
That the hu' i\ak snlleiily'tii ing , 

Slowly and sadly we laid him dt»wn, 

Fioin the field of Ills fame fiesh and gur\ , 

VVe oaiwed not a line, and wo raised not a stone — 

32 But w'O lelt him alone with his glory — HV/Z/V. 

- - - , < r - 

^ ** A question moo iib to wlui'Ji w.ih tbo must perioLt (Me 
1 fid been produced. )sbf*lk> coiittudcd lor Colciidgc’ * O// S/ lUtilantly 
(‘ Ye cloud?*, (fee.*); otb 'rs iwnued loino of MqoieS Mth>*hf'^y md 
Caiiipl)0lP6 IJvht Jjwd U\iod said, ‘ 1 will Mi ow )oiL,uiod<* I 
Wtv little iiileiioi Kot \%bjcb tbq, iV'>l,’b<- aije bus 

pi educed ' lie lelL tbo t.ible fWid ictuiufd witu / n.iga/iuo troyi wbich 
bo road tbo liiug nii Sir Jobf# iVfoort’s buitd j be lepeatK. tbe tbiidblitiii/a, 
and wAd it was perfoct.k* JdedwiCi’s Omcenation s oj Loi d ti>froH. 



SIflCT. VI.] 


THK SKASONS. 


189 


; IffK StASOVM. 

Tific blasts of Aniuinn drive the wijijjfiVl *j<.H*ds 
(>vcr the earth,— next eoine tho siiow9, and rain, 

‘And and storniH, which dreary Winter h‘ads 

OuLV;' lii^ Seytlifvin cavt', a savage train ; 
liehold ! Sja’lni^* sweeps owr tlie world a^aiii, 

daing soft, fle^^^4 l^oni ],^cr a theriai ^ 

^ Flcweis oil tho inonutains, fruits o\or the jdriiit, 

/^nd iiinsie on the ’‘iuvos and \Aoods sh*' Ihryjs 
9 AudJ(»v( )!' ,i ti\ i‘s, and ealni on lifi'lt >> ihiii^s. 

() and lovt\ and }oiith ami j^hi^lijes', 

\\ jiid-'^v iiiij^cd i'lahlejn ! hrij^hte'^, best, mjmI Uim ht ! 
VVlic'ina' eoeicht tlnm, \> hen, \Mth dark W in< to* .sadness 
The tiaJh that fade lutiinny sini]<*s (lion sh^>’< d V 
Shdoi of jo) ! thft > ait (he chilli n ln» w ej^>'. ,si 
Tliy niotlier^'j dyini^ smile, teiuho’ and fK\eet ; 

Thy inotleo* Aiitnnin, tor ^ lio^e j;Mav'o thi'’'' hearest 
Fresh iloweiN. and beams like flowi is, N\*nh jimitle feel, 
18 1 hsLurbiin^ ijol the lt;ji\eh n li^di are htj' n imline^-^heet. 

*■ hlttlbij, 

* Flolll II 4 * /N I 't of I'-hi,, iC’cJiitoK, -I, \»*|j .» H \ict tl 

lu lhJ7 imder the tith* ot LiV o, il t v^/ if'i. 
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SECTION VII. (lHl8-nl880.) 

. < \\XI\ , , 

* iiLAi'n.* 

A TinN(x of b(‘aaty is a joy i'ov ov(*i' . 

“ IjtR loA oliiiosH ijicrejis^'rt , it will uevoi* 

Pass info not loss : but still will koop 
A bowel qiiitt lot us, aii<l a sl(op 
V^^nJJ of iwcrt ilioaui'^, usul lu'^Wth, .»ii(l(piut lueuHi- 
•'Iff * , 

Tlioi f‘J\>re, on '(Woi \ luu'j ov. , me v\ w re i \ li tim 
A flowery band to bwid to tin. i,irth, 

of ilespondoiiee, ot Uu* inlniunm «leaiTb 
Ot uf.'Jt natures, of tint >»looiu;v da\s. 

10 0+ aM tin,*, imbeaUlix tind .Vr-daikeiiod wa\'N 

Macb* l<u* our sc uelung', \ es. hj spiU‘ of all, 

Some sli<i[>e c»l l>e;^nt\ uu>m a\\a\ tbe pall 
I'loin ouV daik.siliuts S».<»li Ihe su'n, tin* iiuxui, 
Trees old and uunr’, sprout iiu»’ a sb.\d) boon 
For simple flsboi‘p , and '^ueli axe ilalbalils^ 

With file I'reeii world tliey li\e in , ,uid ekar lills 
That for tlicius Ues a cooliuj^^ eo\ (‘i*t make 
'Gainst Gie Imt season ;»the mid-forest orako, 

, Rieb wit'll a, *^pi jfiikli ncr iff fair nnisk-rose blooms; 

20 And sntlPt )o is tlie i^-andenr of llu dooms 
’ tvk» have hn!«i^ined lor the inigld\ doad , 

All lovely 1fd(is*that, w’<‘ have heaid or read ; 

■ \n endless of iinjiio>;tal drink, « 

Pourinif uiito iis'yroiii thp lleavc^l^^ bi'ink. * 

* llics(?'arp the niug lines uf ^ 
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* Not do uc mt!ol\ fotl th/ o osstnocs 
Foi ono slioit lion) no, f \(ij is fho tj( o-* 

Tint whispo-* xmml i t<f>ipl( biionif soon 
])c u is fin foniplo\ stif, so doi s flu moon, 

Tin pissiou po( S' oloMcs inljmto 
11* »f Us till tl ( conn i (Kcnnu li^bf • 
r mo mil stalls nul boniul to ns so < tst 
Tl n A\lutlun tiuu li Iniu oi i,dooni <mcist 
l.lu) 1 1\' i\s imi’-f bt Mth us, oj \V( dit ^ 

• — Kuff'i 


o A w 
1 Hi ('( 1 > 

Tin '• IS i }d( isUK in i*u p ithh ss >o Is 
riuK I } M])lin Oltm loM 1} ^llOK 9 
riu u nsKiif^ *' lin% nnu( nhndis 
H'S 1 ho d( ( p s( 1 , incf uj isu in /ts i >, 

T lo\< 1 tn in thr ^ - bnt Vil'in mou 

■ 

Ih m f lu s( m 1 inti i u ns, m wbn h I s^i r 

i loin ill f nuv 1 h oi hw < u 1h Nin 
nin^h null thehnixnso in^tn^ 

*1 AVI Ml I c ni n<M 1 ( \pM ss nfiinnit ilj i nu\ d 

Itoll on fhon <Im p t^nd d i? k him (*>( m — >1] ^ 
li n f boils uni th 1 1 s sn< i p om i tin i i \ \ uu 
ALin nn* \s thf i iifh v\^ lli i oin -lus <im tiol 
Stops \N if-li tho shou , - 11 ] on tin' n \i( phin 
TJio vnn^s nio till f h^ h f d noi dithiiMUin 
A s^n^Io^^ in Ml s i s i\ ' Uis own, • ' 

Will »i, lo f mm untjihk/ « ^ 

H( siJii^s^nfo ly^dep )is Av^th Iwhhlm^ ^ • 

18 Wii^lioni 1 |:»i iV , inikpi ill d, ifticofhin d ind unknown 

Frwi L 7 hi Ui, ( luflo IV 
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Jfis stops are no< ifpon ttiy patliH,— Ihy fields " 

Ai*(‘ nol a s|)oil for him, — flion dost aris(» 

Aiul sliake liim from ftioe ; llie %'ilc sfrenirtli lie \Welds 
For earth’s de'-tnietiori liii*n dost all dL'S])ls(', 
Spurnint' liim from thy l)o>om tt' the skies, 

And semi'st him, shivc'rintr in t'ay playful spray 
And Innvlimj;, ta his «o<ls, \shere haply lies 
^ Ills potty hope in some riej\r pmt or hay, 

27 dashest him aifain to earth ; — tliere let Irm lay 

r , 

Thv. aimamentsM hieh ilnuider-srrike the walK i 

Of roek-hnilt eiiie^, hid/lini^ nations qiiakt , 

And nionaieli-* tivinhlein th(*ir eaj)it< K, 

T}u*nak leviathans, w l^os{Ouii>(' iibs mate 
Th(‘Lr creator tlv' v.nn title lake * 

Oi^ ’ yd of thee, ,nid ailntta* of war 
Thes«VMj*(' thy iavfj and a,s the snowy flake. 

Tlioy n'elt into thy yeast of aY(‘s, ^vhi^•h mar 
no Alike 1 lie Auoada’s ])rj(ie, or spoils of rial‘ali»ai* ^ ^ 

Thy sliuK's aie emp /os, ehanjifeil in all Save ihet — 
Assyri.i, On'COv* Iconic, C\u thaft-e, what ar<' tli-'v >■ 
'riiY waters washed them power Nvluh‘ they were free, 
An<] many . tyrant Mma' , them* short-s ohi y 
The sii a npjvr, “lave, or -ava^e ; tin ir deeay’’ 

Has dri( d np realms to d^sei*fs ■ - not nn ‘lion, 
Unehant'eahle, hpvetothy will vvavea jday^, ■- 
i line \Mahe> no wo-inkle on thine n/aive brow, — • 

^15 S o‘li as irealion b tlawm bolndd, tlioii rollesi now. 

t 

Thovi glerions'inin-or »\hej‘e the Aliui^hty’s form 
' class! s Itselfin tempests, ir .ih tnn\-, 

Calm or coiivujs'Hl— m hrev/e, or t«ale, or stuim, 
l^ing the pole, ,or tQ the toiTid clime, 
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'Dark-hoaviug , — bonndli'SK, uudloss, and Jaublinii? — 
TJie image of eternitj*— the throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy blimo 

'riio moustei'R of the deep are made ; each zone 
ol - Obeys thee ; thou gocht forth, dread, fathomless, nlone. 

A net 1 hi^^e loved thee, Orcan I and joy 
OF >outhfnl sports was on thy breast to be 
like th^ Oiibhies o nviird ; from a boy 
I wsntoned with thy Imeakera — they to nir, 

• Were a delight ; and if the freshening sea^ ' 

-\Ia4o a terror — 'twas a pleasing fear • ^ 

Koi I \v.»s as were a cliild of thee. 

Ami >rustc(Uto thy billows, tar and ncai, 

<>,1 Ana laid ni\ hand upon thy mane, as 1 do here. 

^ — Jiyrt^n, 

• ^ 

• * 

I ilAVfc thXUs IHAI I MA\ uv 10 bl 

When I *iiave tears tiiu< ’ may cease to lv‘ , 

Before my pen In^ gleaned my toemiwg brain, 

Before liigh-piled books, in Vharacltmv, 

Hold, like neh gariuTS the fatbripened grain , 

When I behold, upon the night s stnired faci.. 

Huge elondj symbols of a high nfnianecj, 

And think that 1 mav never live to iiao(‘ 

o • 

Their shadows, wdtli the magit* luind,of ehanee : 

And when f feel, fai^* (h-eativ’u of an houi ! 

Tlnit I hliall never look upon t hefc more , 

Nevei liave relish in the fairy powei' , 

‘ Of unvi Hictiiig’ lofe, --then on tfe shore 

^ * • • # • 

Of the wide »\orld 1 stamt aiouL, aiukthink 

• « ♦j ^ * 

Tjll liove an\^ Tatue to n-dliingness do sink, 

Jao, ISJb! 

25 * 
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CXXXTII. 

A NBW YBAB*S THOUGHT. 

The more we live, more appear 
Our life’s succeeding stages ; 

A day to childhood seenm a ybar,* ^ i 
And years like passing ages. 


^ I’lio gladsome cmTGiit of <^ur yonih. 

Ere passion yet disordei*8, 

Steals lingering like a river smooth 
8 Along its grassy borders. 

f r 

-but as tlie eareworn elioek gi-ows » an, 

•And soiTw’y. shafts |ly thicker, 

Ye Stars, that measure life to man, 

« Why seem your eonrses quicker ? 

When^oys have lost their hloom and breath, 
And liiV itself is vapid ‘ 

Why, as we reach the Falls of Death, 

16 Feel ■we its tide riore i*apiu ? 

It may be strange— yet who would change 
Time’s course to slower speeding, 

When one by one our friends have gone, ' 
And left our bosoms bleeding ? ^ 

Heaven gives our years of fading strongoh, 
Indemnifying fleetness , 

And those of* youth, adeeming length, 

24 , Propot*tioned to their sweetness, -r-Gtwijpbc 


* Of.— We*U t#*ik ef 'svudis^ipe, lud of BOng, 

^ .* ud da^*' W^n wo wore youi^-^ " i * * 

Sweet chiididi day(s^tLat were a*' long * ^ 

As twenty days ^ now.^pWordsworth— To a BuUwfiy, 


Y 
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m 


OKXXvni. 

AMONG MY BOORS. 

jMy days aniongitlie Dead ato past ; ‘ 

Aronnd iiio J behold, 

Where’ei! t liese casual eyes are cast, 

'rhe mighty minds of old ; f . 

My Bover-failing frioAdj aue they, 

With A\ horn I convei'se day by day. 

them T take delight in weal, 

AncPpeok relief in voe ;• 

f* 

And while I'Jiinderstand and feel - 
How much to*thein f • 

My checks have often beeji bedewed 
12 With tears of thongh^fnlgnititude. 

a 

iMy thougJits are Avdiii t?he Dead ; Avith tVeni 
I live in l^ng-past yci.rs, ^ ** 

Their virtues love, their faults condemn. 
Partake thei^* hope!* and fea?s, 

And fromHieir lessons seek ami find 
18 Instruction with an humble mind. 

. My hopes are Avith the Dead j anon* 

My place with them will be, 

And I^with them shall travel on 
Through all Futurity * , 

Yet leaving here a name, T trust, • 

24 ThUt will not peiish in tne dust. ^Southey, ^ 



his Soufkey 
twelve bvAks, 


Jackson, Jeremy Taylor and South; Isaak walton, Sidhey’s Arcadio, 
Fnller’s Cf^tfeh Wsioryt and Sir 'rbon^ Br^Wnei” ’ * 
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SONG 

If I liad thought iliou rould^st have died, 

1 might not weep for ^ hec ; 

Tint I forgot, when by thy sul> , 

That thou could*bt mortal bo , 

It nevei^througli my mind had past f * 
That time woidd e’er be o’er, 

And 1 on thee should looL my last, 

‘ And thou should’&t smile no more ’ 

And still upon that fare I look, 

•And think Twill smile again , » 

Xnd still the thought I will nbt brook 
/ITiat I must, look in vain 
But when J speak thou dost not say. ’ 

, ^ What thou ne’er left’^t unsaid , 

An^ ^ow I feel, as well f may, 

16 SAvet^^Maiy, thou art' deitd ! 

If thou woukrst stay, ^’en as thou ar*, 

All eo*d, and all sciene - 
I still might presfj'^thy silent heart. 

And where thy smiles lia\e been ^ 

While e’en thy chill, bleak coi'se I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own , 

But there — I ley thee in thy gi'ave. 

24 And I, am now alone * 

I do not think, where’er thou art, 

■* t 

*» Thou hast forgotten me ; 

And T, perhaps, may Soothe this heart. 

In thinking still of thee ; 

Yet the^e was i*Oan/l thee such a dawn 
^ Of lig?it ne^er seen before, %*.* , 

As fancy neve” could haxe drawn, ' " 

3ls And never can restore ^ — Wfl/e. 
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SECT. VII. ) 

> <^XL. f 

TUB IbLKB OF ORBEOE *■ 

The Lsle^ of Greeco. tho isles of Gieece ’ 
•Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 
Where grow /he arts of war and peace, 
Whore Delos rose, and Phtelms spiang ’ 
Elorna* suniinfjr gilds them yet , 

(1 Bat all, except their sun, is set 
The Seian and tho'Teia'^ innso, 

The hero’s harp, the^ lover Into, 

• Have found the fame your shores refuse , 

* Their j>laco of birth alone is mute 
To sounds, wKtoh * elio further west 
12 ThUi’ your-sire-j' ‘Islands of the Blest ’ 

'Ttie mountains look on Marathon, 

And Marathon looks on the soa , * • 

And, musing Liiere an hour alone, 

I dreamed Uiat Greece might stil'^bQ^frco, 
For, st«tn<ling on tin* Persians’ grave. 

1 could not deet^i myself ^ slave * 

A king sat on tho roeky • 

Which looks sea-bon, Sahimis; 

And ships, by tbousand*^, lay helow, 

And men in nations ; — all were lus ’ 

He counted them at break of day ; — 

24* And, when tho sun ^et, whore wero*tbey 

And where are the> ? and vUiery a •' thou, 
My country On tky voiccles-s shoie 
The he^roic lay is^tuneUsS now. 

The heroic bosom beat;j uj* more ’ ^ 

And nfcubt •t,hy/]_jro, so long dt^iue,• 

110 • Degenerate ‘Into hands lik e *ni ine ? 

* From Cojito iii. 
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Tis something, iil the dearth of fame, 
Tliongh linked among a fettered race, 
I'o feel at least a patriot's shame, 

Even as I sing, sufTase iiij face ; 

Por, what is left the poet here / 

3r» ' For Greeks a hi ash — for Greege a tear. 

Must 2 c;e'hnt weep o’er days more blest ? 

Must u'H hut blush ? — Our fathers bled. 
Earth ! render back ?rom out thy breast 
A remnant of oiir Spartan dead ' 

Ot^tho three hundred grant but three, 

42 'sjo make a now Thermopylie ^ ^ 

What, sihmb jjtill ? and silent all H ^ 
Ah ! no the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

^ Ac»d answer, ** Lei one bvin^ head, 

Bat .arise, — we come, wo come !" 

r8 ’Tis b it Vic living who are dumb. 

hi vain— in vain : strike other chords ; 

Fill high the cujj with Sai'nian wine ’ . 
heave bat«lo.s to.tlie Turkish hordes, 

And shed the blood of {Scio’s vino ^ 

Hark ! rifling to the ignoble call, 

54 flow answers each bold Bacchanal ! 

You have the Pyrrliic dance as yet, ? 

Where is the Pyrrhic phalange gone ? ■*,, 
Of two such Vssons; why forgot 
The nobler die ibflnlier one ? 

, iYoxx have the letters Cadmos^gave j 
60 Think yo homoSiit thorn for a slave ? 

till high Yhe bowl with Samiah wine I 
We will not uhink of themes like these ! 
It made Anf^oreon’sVTing divine ; 
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He served — but served f^ol^ciates-* 

A tyrant ; but our mastcis then 
OG Wore still, at least, oni couuti^men 
, The t^iant oj iLo Chersonese 

Was lieedom’s best and bravest friend , 
7 / at tyrant vvlis MiUiadts ’ 

Oh ’ tint the piobent hour would lend 
Another despot ol <^he kind ’ 

72 ?^iuh chains as his wtic sure to bind 
• Till high the bowl wi^h Samian wine ^ ^ 
f ('ll feulds lock and i^ngi f» shoit, i 
j* Ii\i^(-i ihe leni uiit ot a lim * t 

cli as tbc Done mot In is boit , 

And thcie, peihaps, sftmo seed is sown, 

78 The Her acleidau blood night own ^ 

Trust not Ipi fittdt^Mi to tin Tianks, 

Tin Y ha\< i who boys and ( V 
Jn lutivt swoids, and i divt i inks^ ^ 

* The oiih hope ot com igo dwells , ^ 

But Tuiki'*h iordb, and triad, 

^Jfc Would outkjon sliield, lio\^cv( 1 bioid 
Fill In^h tin bjwl with Ssninn wnn ^ 

(Jui Ml gins d line hoiiuith ^ilnde,— 

1 see thou glorious black r}(s shim , ^ 

But, gi/mg on each glo ung maid, 

My own the buimng uai*diop laifs, ^ u 
90 To think such bi< ists mufcl sueklc biUves 
Place mo on Sunium^s^aibled stceo, 

Wlmc not]iing,„sa\e the w uos ind I, 
Miy he'll our mutual tiii4piu*s*sw^ ep 
Tin <• ftw )ii^||k;p, lot mo sin^&nd die , / 

A land of slave f» shall ne’e i l?e i^ino , 

96 Dash down >ou cup of Samian w 
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ON FIRST U)OKINC4 INTO CHAPMAN’S HOMER. 

AfrcH have T trcT veiled in fhe realms of gold, 

And many goodly stales and kingdoms seen ; 
Round mail} vvobtern islands have I been 
vVhich bai’ds in feally to Ajiolh^ hold. ^ 

Oft of one wide ^‘vijanse liad 1 been told 
That deep-bvowed Horner lyth^d as his demesne , 
Y'et did 1 never breathe its pure serene 
Till 1 heard Ohaimian speak out loud and bold 
T»,icii felt I like some watehei* of the skies , 

When a new jilanet ‘^^vims into his lj:en ; 

Or -like stout Co.rte/, %vhen witii <’aglc 
Ho stared at the Pa<‘iiie/aiid all his imui » 
Lorjbed at each other with u wild surnubo-- 
Silent, \iipoii a jieak in Darien — /iTtaAs 

* <\LIJ. 

nil HUMAN sKASOVS 

BViUR Seasons till tlje measure of the year . 

There are lour seasbiw in fir* mind of' Man, 

He ha^ his lusty *Spiing, when taney ekai 
Takes in all \ eanty with an easy span , 

He has his Sunimer, when luxnriouslx 
Spring’s honeyed cud of youthful thought he loves 
To ruminate, ami by such dreaming hign 
nearest unto heaven ; quiet coves 
His soul has in its Auti mn, when his wings 
He furlotli e»ose, contented, so to look 
On mist in idlom?HS:-fo let fair things 
fuss by ludieedeil as a threi^Ii^Ui J/rook. * 
r He has his Winter too of 'pale nusfeatui’e, * 

)| Or else he woald £ti*x‘go his mortal nature. — Keats, 
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CXIiIIT, 

THE TAOIIT OF OTHER DAYS.^t* 


i 


Op] ill t1io#stiliy ui^hf 

Hvc slniiibor's chiiiii Jia<5 liountl ino. 
Foiift y brink's ilie Jigbt 

Of otIiiT clay'' aronnd me ; 

The vnitJostf I Ih P'jMs 


( )i 1 jo\ lnxxl’s s. 

Tilt* l^<»l‘tK of lov'c then ^[M>kon , 

I The ojos that bhoiK', « 

V|jw diiioiied ami gmie, 

*T]io clicfitul Jioarts now bi'okeii * 
T)m<H ill the stilly uiarht 

Ere slumber’s duiin has bound mo, • 
fcjad aVremoi^ brint^s the li^iht 

Of other days around me. ^ ^ 

Wlien 1 remoiiiber all 

Tin* biondt so linked toilet her* 

I’ve seen around me fiut ^ , 

iiitc leavi's -u Nvinti*y 
J feel like one 


Wlio t leads alone 
Soint banqiut-hall deserred, 

Whose are fle<b • 

Whose nils de»xi). 

And all but he <J/»})arte<l ’ *, • 

Thuf ill the sHIly night ^ 

Kie Slumber’s c‘iav» ha^.hiund me. 

Jnings t6e light J ^ 
28 * . O^ other da^'s, around •me — Moore. 

* A Scot^ Air,-*£rora NeiiomJAij'^^ No. 1. 
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A VENETIAN SUN SET. « 

TTow beautiful is sunset, when the glow 
Of heaven 4csceiHls upon a la...! like thee*, 

Thou paradise of exiles, Italy, 

^rhy mountains, seas, and viiipyaAls, an(l thf 'towers, 
Of cities eluy encircle * — it was onis 
To stand on thee, beholding it ; and then, ' 

»last nhero we had diAraoiinted, the Count’s 
Were waiting for us wi.^h the gondola. 

‘ , As those who pause on some delightful way, 

10 1 uotigli bent on pleasant pilgrimage, wo sto^hl 
lio)jlvmg upon the cvcniing, and Vhe d>od 
Whn*h lay het\^Cf•n the eity and tho shore, •’ 

Paved nilh the iinagr»ol *tlio slcy. The lioar 
And piiy Alps, towaids*the noith, appeared, 

Thro’ miht, a heaven-sustaiiring bulwaik, reared 
PetwceW.he oast and w<*ht ; uiaI Inilf the sky 
Was ro\!.fed. with clouds of rich eniblazoriry, 

Dark purple at tlie zenith, whioli still grew 
Down the steep ncst-into a wondrous hue 
20 Hiightir than buinihg gold, e.vcn to tho rent 
Where tlio s\\ift smi ^et pauml in his de.<'eiit 
Among the man) -folded hills. They 'were 
Tliose famous 'Dnganeaii hills, which bear, 

As seen from Did thi*ough the harbour pilps, 

The likeness of a clump of peaked isles — > 

And then, as if the earth a*nd sea had been 
IVssolved into one lake of hre, were seen 
Those mountains toweriiiV, as fi-om w'aves of flame, 
Avoand the valorous sun, from which fiiero came 
80 The inmost pm plixspirit of light, and made 
^ l^eir very ,peakb* traiihparcnt. Shelley . 

♦ From Jnlian ami “ the* mo6t"^e'rlwt 'iiT imr 

Iftugi^ge of the pootical tieatmcpt of orainary VV. M. Koseetti, 
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' 

o»r ro Aui I MN. 

Si-v>OV of mibts and mellow fmitfuluoss * 

Closo bosom-friend of the matuiinj,y f^un ; 
•Conspiring with him how to load and blofes 

With th<f vines that round the thatch-eiiveS run; 
To bond with apples the mossed cottagc-iiccs, 

And fill all finit \jith lipencss to the core; ' 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hu/ej shells 
^ With a sweet kernel ; to si't budding more. 

And -dill nioic, latoi flowers for the bees, / ^ 

10 lentil they tldn.i. walm days will never cojufc; 

Frr fc3 uflLimci has o'crbi j uimc J i heii tlammy cells. 
Who Jiatli not seen llicd oft amid thy stpre ? 

Jrjoraotiinos whoever seeks abroad may fir^i 
Thee bitting ear^l(b3*ou a granary floor, 

Thy bail* &oft-hf ed by the wiiniowiPQ wind ; 

Or on ft bjill-reapod fiuTt)\v sound as%ecp,^ 

Drowsed v/ith the fume of poppies, v^liile tb^ liO'ik 
Spai es the next bwatlial.d all its twined flowcis , 
And bopietimo like a gleanei**! Lou flost ket}# 

20 Steady thy laden head across a brook , 

Or by a cider-press, with patient I«ok, 

Thou wat chest the last oozings, hours by hours. 
AVhero are the songs of Spring ? Ay, jvhere arc they ? 

Think not of thim,— tly>u lyist <,hy music too, 

While barr ed clouds Woom tlic soft-f1;p ihg day • 

* And touch the &f ubblo-plain with rosy Imc^; ^ ^ 
Then in a w^n^ilfnl dioir the small gnats momii ' ' 
Among the tiver-sallowHj borne aloft 

Or sinkiAjg^a^tho ^ind lives, or diof; 
oO And fill {-grown lamljs loud ble.^ ^ from hi I ly j 

^TcJge-criekfcts sing, rmd*no^ jivdh^treblo soft, 
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AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[bk. n. 


Th.) redbreast' whistles from a garclen^cvolt, 
i nd gathering swallows twitter in the skies. , 

— ICert/j?. 


OXLM. 

JO A SK^LAUK. . 

Hail 1o ihec, blithe Spirfu ! r 
bird thou never wei t, 

That fi'om heaven^ ov near it, 

. Poiircst thy full heart 
III profuse strains of unpn^meditalcd art 
High or still and hightu', 

From the eaith iliou .s^riiigf st 
liiko a tdoucl ot lire ; * 

Tlu‘ blue deep thou wingest 
10 Ai^d ringing btill dost soar, and soaring ever singosi 
In the golden lightning , 

'Of the sunken sun, ‘ 

O’er wliich clouds arc brighlonirg, 

'yiiou dost Goal and ran, 

Like an unbodied iJoy whose laco is just begun. 
The’ pale purple e\ on * 

Melts aixinnd ihy flight ; 

• LDvo a>t. Otr ot lic‘aveii 

Tn the broad dayliglit 

20 Then art un vicen, but yet I hear thy slu'ifi delight, — 
Keen as are the arrows 
, (‘Jf that silver sphere, 

Whose intense lamp narrows 

* ' In th * wliite dawn plear, t 

j Until we Iwrillj' see, we feel that it is there. 

^ ATH, the v\n*th hind air ^ « 

W’ilh thy voice u loud, • ^ *• 

* Cf. tbe iisf of itt Waller’s Cue&, Bk. 1 173. 
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• AlR, when night is bari^ 

• From one lonely cloud [flowed. 

30 The moon I'ains out her beaiu*^, and lieaven is o\ or 
What thou art wo know not ; 

Whatsis most like thee ? 

Fi\>m rainbow clouds there flow not 
•Drops so bright to see 

As fi*oni thy prosoneo shoners a lain ut' melody. 
Like a poet fliddeiJ^ 

In the liglit of Uionglit, 

Winging hymns unbiddc}i, 

• Til! the \orlfl is wrought 
dO To ^yinjythv* n iih hopes and fcais it heeded not 

* Like a higli-borji nmide ^ 

In a ]>alac'e t.nv( r, 

Woothing her love-hulen • 

Soul ih set'vct liour [bower j 

With music sweet as love, Avbiek overflows ^hcr 

♦ ^ 

Like a glow-noi.n golden 

In a dey of den,^ • 

Weattoring nubeliolden 

• Its aerial laie •* [the \jew; 

50 Among the flowers and gra^s, w-hiidi screen it fx’om 
‘ ’ Like a ro'-e cnibow’ered ^ 

In its own green leaves. 

By warai winds dtflow'^ered, # 

Till the it tii>ics ^ [thieves. 

Makes faiid with too much sw c?t these heavj^wingkl 

• • • I 

of ^;erllal showers 
Oh the Iw^inkiin^ 

•Raint^vV^kened 

All that ever was* 

60 Joyous, au I clear, and fv?sh, music doth sniTpass? . 
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Traci i us, or bird, 

\ What sweet thoughts art* thine ; 

J have iio\cr heard 
Praise of love or ** hie 

That paufetl forih a flood ot‘ so divine. 

^ Chorus liyuienenl, ^ 

O^r tiiuinphal chauiit. 

Matched with thine, would be all / 

Hut an cinjdy \ aunl — 

‘70 A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden w'aiit. 

WJiat objects are the fountains ^ 

V ()t t by happy hti aiii ? ,, 

What fields, or ^\a^^*s, or inouilt.iiiis^''^ 

’ What fc.h*apcs of or plain ? , [pain ? 

WJiat love of thine own kind ? wliat ignoiance of 
With thy (*lcai keen 
Long nor cannot he ; 

of annoyance ^ 

N( \er came near thee ; 

80 Thou lo\('st , but nd%r knew'lo\e\s h.id satiety. 

Wakihg or asleep, * 

Thou of death mubt dec'iii 

' Things mow* true and deep 

Tlian wo mortals di’t»am, 

. \ 0 

Or how could tliy notes flow in such a crystal btream ? 
Wc look hefa'o and vfter, 

« And plno for \vhat is not ; ^ ’ 

‘ ^ Our sinceri'ftt laughteiy , , 

With bOiue pain ifi fraught ;• [thought, 
^ 90^ Our swoclesi j/ongstare Ihobo k^iat tell of sadilest 
^ Yet if wo couH ^scorii^ V* • , ^ 

^ Hate, ailU pri^Ic. uud fear 
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If W6 \\ ere things I or^ 

Not to shed a tear, 

[ know not how thy joy we over 'ihould come near. 
Bctitn* than all incasui'cs 
Of detightful souTiil, 
tl^an all firasiues 
*'rh,it jn hooks aie found, 

lOi) Thy skill to po(‘t wen* thousioinei of the giouini • 
Teaeh me half the gladness 
That tliy hi.uiKunst know, 

Snell haisfiomous madness 
• thorn 111' ]j] » would flow, • ^ 

^rin''»oiM >ln»nld listcm flu 'i, as. I am listeinng now ^ < 
• ls20, ^ • — Slidhif, 

i wvif 

^ o r i(» 1 HI loi is 
of Pa«-^]on ?iud of Mnth 
Yi' Jia\e let! 30 ir sfmls on eai fh ^ 
ll4i\e M‘ souls in hea\»n M'o, ^ * 

Dmihle In ( d m itgions lu w ^ ^ 

— YTes, aiuf those of }ua\*en eonunune 
Witli tjie sjiheits of snu amt mood , 

With the noise ol lonnt mis Wfimlmns, 

Aod the fiarle of \»)iees thinfthtons, 

With the wliispor of ln,i\eii\ trees 
If) Aiid one anotlu'p, in soft e.ise 
Seated on KBsian lawns 
Blow sod by none htit Pitni^ f.kwiis, 

.UudeiiUMth laige hlfie-helJs tentisl, 

Wheiedhe damps are rose-scent cd, 

And the loiji lier.self ha^ gift* 

Pei fume * caith* is n*)T , * 

.Whore the night ji^gle doth fung 
Not a senseless, , 
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AN ENOUGH ANTHOLOGY. 


[niL. n. 


But (|ivmo melo(^ious truth ; 

20 Philo# ophic iiumberH smooth ; . 

Talcs and golden Instories ' 

* Of heaven and its niyskuVs. 

Tlmg ye live on hi^h, and then* 

« On the earth ye live again ; 

And tln^ souls ye left behind 3"on 
Teach us, bore, the way to tiiid you, 

Wliojv >M)ur other m uK ate joying, 

Quiver .'-I urn bored, ueyer eloying. 

V L^ere, your <'urth-born souK^still speak 
30 4 IV/ mortabs, of then* little wecOc ; . 

Of tJioir borrows and delights'^, ^ 

0 .^ their passupis and tlieir H])itos,; » 

Of their glory and thur shame ; 

What doth sfi*(‘ngthen and what maim:— 
Thus 3e teach us, every day, ^ 

Wisdom, though fled fah away. 

Bards ofV*assioii and/d Mirth 
Ye have left your souls on eaitli ! 

Ye have souls in heaven too, 

40 f)oiihle-li\ed in regions neu ’ 

(*M vin 

0*h.' 10 A MOH'lIVi^y.F 

My heart aches, ai* I a drowsy' numbness pains 
"My sense, as though of hemlock J had drunk, 
Oi emptied some ((uU opiate to the drains 
One minute Lethe-wards had sunk; 
'Tis not through envy of’ thy' happy' lot, 

J 3 ul being too happy in thy happiness,- — 

That tlvm, fight-wingM Drya<l of the trees, 

* j n some melodious plV t • ‘ 

Of beeehen gre^^n, and shadows nnmbe *less, 

10 * Singest of Futumer' in fulldhroa>-ed ease. 
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Ulv! fora draught of vintage a hai hath hofu 
C’ooleil a Jong age in the derp-deixod 

Tasting of Flo»*a and the eoiiuiry green, 

Dance, and Fi’oven^aJ !>ung, and bun- burnt miit’rf ^ 

1) foi* n beaker full of the ^\ariu South, 

t\>U of the iriie, the blushful ITippocrene, ^ 
With beaded bubbles ^unking at the biim, 

And ])nrpIe“Stumecl niouth ; 

, 'iTiat J niighi driirtc, anu leave the world niiseen, 
And v^ith tlice fade away into the forest*dim ; . 

Fad^ far awa}, dissolve, aiid quite foiget * * • 

What thou anitf)ng tlfo leaves hast never kn<\vu, 

The ^v^Mriness, tlie fever, and the fret 
Deje, where jiieu sit hear each other j^mn ; 

Wliei'C pal^iy shakes a few. sad, last gray hairs. 

Where yniilh grov^ pale, and speelrc-lhin and dit's ; 
Wltere but to 't ln.de is to Ik* full of sorrow 
.And leaden-e\ed despairs ;4 
WJnue Beauty cannot keep her lusti*ous ey(*h, 

30 Or new Laove pine at tlfem beyoutl to*niori*ow 

Aw'ay ’ aA'ay ’ for I woll fly tc^thee. 

Not eharioted by Bacehns and his pards, 

* J3ut bn tbe viowde.ss wdngs of Poes/, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards ; 

Alroail;^ with thee ! timdev is the nigjit. 

And happy the Qnecn-Moojrj is on hci* ihnine, 
Clustered around by all hei* stuny Fays ; ■* 

* But here there is iwi light,' • 

iSave w fiat .from hea\en i*- with Oie breezes iflowii 
40 Thi’ougJi verd firoiis glooms anjl w ind gig mossy ways. ^ 

1 tannot ^ee what llovera nyo^at.niy feet, 

Nor what incen&o lujigs upon tlio booglib . 
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Blit in rfinbalmud clukuoss, guess cacli sweet * 
Wlier^'witli tlio soa'^oiiuble inoutli endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the IVuit-tvee wild ; 

‘ W! ite hawthorn, luul the p-istoral eglantine . 
LW-l*ading violets covered ilp hi leaves ; 

’ And luid-May’s eldest fdiild, ^ ' 

The eotLing musk-ros(‘, lull of d('\\y wine, 
oO Tlie niiiruiurdus haunt oC Hies on biimnicr eves; 

< * t 

Darkling T listen ; and for many a time 

I have hcen half in love w'ith easeful Death, 
hini soft names in many a mused rliynic, 

'’To take into the air niy qiiieh )>reuth ; 

Now more than ever seems it rich tt> die, f 
To ecase upon the midnight with no pain., 

VVhilo thou art poh ring forth thy soul abroad 
Jn siicli an ecstasy ! 

♦Still w'ouldst tliou sing,' and 1 have cars in vain — 
'bO Till liigli 3 etpxhoii become a sod 

Thou wast not liorn for death innnorlal Bird ! 

Now hungry generations tread t!i(‘c /lowu ; 

The voice 1 hearhliis ]uiSMng night was iicard 
111 ancient days by emperor and clown ; 
rorhaps the ??eif*samc song that found a ])Eah 

Through those I lieait of Jiuth, wlicn, sick for homo^ 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn ; 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charmed nfagic casements, opening on the foam 
70 , Of perilous seas, in faery lands forloim. 

Forlorn ! thovvery \vQrd is like a bell 

- ,To toll PH! biuk from thee tc inv* solo self ! 

• ♦ ' 

Adieu ! the Fancy ^cannot :;heiit sO well 
* As she ia faiLcd tc, do, deceivinf^ elf. 



RECT. VJI,] 


AD0NA15J. 


2J1 


Aptlieu ! adieu I ihy plmutiv o^iniheui failj's 
Past tho iionr iru^adows, nvei* tin* 

V[} ilif hin-sidi*; and n(iv\ ’tis bunod dt-o]) 

In \ a)Jc‘\ : 

Was it a viiJiou, or a ^^^lking (lr(‘.*uii '' 

PS f* i** music : — do 1 wake or sloop r# 

• r- 

^ <vnx. 

• I 

FROM ldo/i(Us , 

^v hw'iA ON iin rd\in (u joun ,ta'Js. 

• ^ 

I ui I 1 l‘>i' Ado —be is dc.ol ! * 

\\ccj> ro» Xdonai", tlioimh onr ioars i 

Tb'i V not flic loo'll bnuK so dear a head ’ 

A/id thou, sad Hour (doott'd from all ynirs 
To mourn <>iy‘ lo'fs. lou^e Ihy <d)scuro (‘omju'os. 
And teach Ihoni ‘Iniu'oun son*o\\ ! “ With mo 

Died ^A dona is I Till future tl^^^es*^ 

Foru'ct tlic past, hi'' fate and fanie sltuM ho 
An echo ai*d a li^ihf unto Vlernit \ 

Whore writ thon/iniglit} Mother, uliou In* h»y, 

)VIiou tliy son lay. jner<*(*d ^jilK' >liatf wldoh Hies 
in J)atkne'is r Where nmi*' lorn I’lania 
When Adonais died : Willi veiled eyes. 

'Jilul listening’ E<’]a>es, in hor jiaradise 
She sat, while one, ^Cith soff em^nioib’Kl hj-ea)h. 

• Rekindled all the fading* uielodies ■ • 

4 With which, ]iko,Ho\\crs that mock the cor^e Wieath, 
18 He had adorned and Ynd |;heMuding jmlk of Death. 

. , XlA. ** • 4 ! 

'ijto tJiou to ftome,— at once* the^ paradise, 

^The gran®^ the city, agili the* wilderness ; 
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AN Fvar.ififT vvTrrnr.ooY. 


[iJic. rr. 


And wh^re ita wrecks like shattered moimtainS rise, 
And flSwciing weeds and fragrant copses dress , 
The hones of Desolatioirs nakedness, 

"Pass, till the spirit r,f the spot hall lend 
T]l^ footsteps to a slope of green ^-'eess, 

Wher<‘. like an infant's smile, ovor the tlead** 

A light of ilaiighing Howers along the grass is spread, 

L. 

And^^roy walls monlder round, on which dull Time ✓ 
Feeds, like slow fire ifpon a hoary brand ; , 

.ls'^*|djt)ne keen pjn'amid nith wedge sublime,^ 
l^^^viliolKng the dust of him who planned 
I’ll is refuge for his memory, doth s*and , 

Like flaiuo transformed te mailde; and laun^ath 
A Held is sproail, on which a nen er band 
Have pitched in heavexi’s smile ^heir ramp of death, 
30 Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished 
> V n , breath 

Here pause. These graves are nil too \oung ns yet 
To have outgroAvn fhe sorro\> vshieh consigned 
Its charge t<f eachj, and, if Hie seal is 

Here on one lountaiii of a nlonrniug luind. 

Preak it not ^hou | too surely shalt thou tipd 
'i’hine own well full, if thon retnrnest home, 

Of tear.s and gall. From the w^orkVs bittVr wind 
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb. 

45 What Adondis why fear ue to become h 

I ir/ 

The One remains, iJie many change and pa.sa ; 

Heaven’g light for eyer sliines, earth’s shadows fly ; 
Lif£\ like a dome ftf luany-eoloni^d^g^IasH,' ‘ 

Stains the \\ lute racliance^'of eternit’^, 

Death trample^ it to fragnxfents,— ^Die^ 

•* s - . 
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thou wonldst bo with ilia/wliioh thoil dost '?cok! 
Follow \Ahorc all is fitsl * JioTii(‘\ a/ufo sky, 
Flo\voi*s, ruins, statues, music, — words are weak 
5^ The g’lo3\\ lh(*\^ fransfus/‘ with fittiiui* truth to sjJeak 

i 111 

Wh\ linL'*er, wljv turn back, \vh\ shrink, m\ liQfirt 
Tii\ Impes ai’e (>one before ; frOiH r^l thiiiji?'- here 
The\ ha\e departed; thou shbuldst now depait ^ 

A lig-ht is past ffora thf revolving’ yeiu\ 

And man and woman ^ and wdiai still is dear 
*Attinets to crush, vepclK to make thee witliW' 

Yhe soft skv '.inile^ the low wind w hi^pei i^neai *, 
’Ti^ ^ donahs e.ifls ‘ Oli ^ hasten th it hei * * 

f)3 N(» mfue ht*life divide what death can join* ther 
« ^ * IV 

That li*,;ht whoso smile lliiidles the univ(‘r^f , 

That beaut} an wiiieh all tliins^s woik and move, 
That bene<li<‘tion uv InMi tlie eehpsino cuise ^ 

()l hn/h (an (pieneh » '^it that sii /nntlii^ Lov«* 
Wlir'h, ihroui»h rlie weh of heintC blind!} VM^ve 
man and boas? and caifh and air ind sei, 

Hni n- ^bf lu-ht i>i,dini, as e.n k ii(* miriNvrs ot 
Tin* liie for whieh ‘ill ihiist, n(»w b(*anis cm nn 
72 tVm'.nmint' tlie Iasi elonds ot evld^nioj r ibt \ 

l 

'riu‘ \»uath wlntst might [ liave in \ ok id in song 
DesMids on nn‘ , n^} spinr's hark^ is drivtsi 
Far h'om the shore, iVomdIn tHijiblinjv throng 
Whose sail, w^MV iK^ei t«> ilie^tympe^t giveb 
*The massy erith and spbeied skn s are t ^veji ' 

' I am borne darUl}* leaifull}> afai ’ 

Whilst, burning tliiou|^^. thi^pnnos^^v'eil of In'ftven,-* 
The soul of A^(hfti?is,^like\i ;ttar, ^ ^ 

81 Beacons fiogji the abode where liie Eternal are. 

181 }^. • " — Shells (// 
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^ TIIOSK WE’VL LEPT BEHIND ^ 
slo\A oin* sliip liei fDain^ track 

^ Auaiii^l tli4' w in<l ^^a^ (‘It d inq*, 

TT(t pciniaDt still lookt^’ hn<*k 

. 'I'o thsi! deal isle ‘twas leininij 
So loth wv pail from all wo lo\o, 

From all ilic Jinks fliat bind tis ; 

So turn onr hcaits, asjjn wtwovo, 

8 IV those \\o*ve lofj. lx bind ns ^ 

(• 

^ ^ When, loiuul the bowl, of laui^licil years 
jJVv talk with jo^>ons semniu;*:, — 

Wirli smiles that might as well \e tcais. 

So fainl ,''0 < 1(1 tlieii beaniiim, - 

While niemoiy biing’s us^oaok uuaiii 
Faeh (MI 1\ lie that tv liied ns. 

Oh ! ^\\(‘et\s tli<‘ eup that (‘u*(d(s then 
It) I’o those w(‘'vo left holiiud ns { 

^ Ami wIt II, fn other elinus, we im iM 
Sonu‘ jsle or \ah' enermnting. 

When all iv)oks ilowt^a^^, wild,#aiid svv((*f , 

And noiHi^ht but lo\ei> wanting , «, 

AVe tlnnk how'giH’nt had beep om* hliss^ 

If Ifeaven had hut us^ioned ns 
To Jive and div *n scenes Jikt‘ this, 

2i With SOUK' we\» left behind ns ' 

As trav(‘llers oft look hack at eve 
When < ast w ard d irkly tjoincf. 

To ga/e upon fhat H|/ht th(»y lea\(^ 

Still fairt behind thetil glowing,-— 

Sa, *\\ Ir n t lie eh se of pleasmvV day ^ 

To gloo^ni liAtli neay.H'onsjgned usj 
Wv' turn to. catc^I oiie*f/ading ray^ . 

32 Of joy that's Ipft' behind -us. • — Muon$ 

^ , C - — 

* Krdb Iri^^ Melodics^ No.^vii, 




SBCx. vn.] 


bOJiO. 


215 


t 1 I 

^O^lt * 

lo the Sinui of Pchjht, 

Kakllv^ rarity, comest ihoii, • 

Spirit of ’ 

Wliorefove lui'it tliou kfl )iu' imw 

Mail}' a ihiy and lu^Ju " 

Many a vvet^y itial <Li,> 

Tis siiirc fliou ait lb <I ti>va\ 

• 

I low shall L*\t'r one lilvi^ iiw 
Win tluo Iki k a^ain . 

\Viili ilu* jovous and tin* fu*i* 

* 'ritou \M*I( ''OylT at pajn. 

Spiiil lalse' ilioii hast fcn^ol 
l‘J All hnt Iho'j^* v> ho iieoxl Iliac i)o( • 

As a ll/a” I \shh tin* shadt* 

or a tmnbiin* h if, , • 

■* w 

Thou sNitli soirov\ :u t dismayed , 

K\ui tfio siurh^ <fl' grief ^ 

. litpjoach Mice, that tl?on ai » not n< ar, 
18 And x’qnoach thuii \nj 1I nut hear 

• Let me set mourufrti 
To a nieny inoasiuT 

Thou lit iieiei* I'umc for pih , 

Thun wilt (*o*ne foi^]>leasim , 

Pity then \\ill cut aMa^ • • 

21 Thobe cruel 'img.N, and tliou imJi st ‘y. 

I liT'C all that a.h^ui li»vesi, 

• Srovi^ of DtlujllJI ^ #• 

The /reslf Kgix'th m iien Ic'ives 
A\id the btairy night; 
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A itumn cvcring, and the morii 
30 When the golden mifita arc bom. 

I love snow and all the forms 
Of the radiant frost . 

1 love waves, and inds, and storms, 
Everything almost 
Wilis,*!! is Natnve^s, and may l)e 
3(5 L^n tainted hy maids inisorj. 

1 love friimpiil solitude. 

And sueh hOciei;y 
^ As is (juiet, %M*se, and good , 

^ Between thee and me ^ 

. What ditl'evc'iiee but tlioii dcsi ))os e*"? 
4*J The things I seek, nut love tlnmi 1 (‘ns. 

I love L(»vr — though die has v^ings, 

And like light can lice, 
lint above all other things, 

Spiiit, I love tb.*e — 

Thomart love and life! O come, 

48 Iklake once more heart thv home ’ 

Hhfllfij. 

. I fmi 

ML’SIC. MEMORY AN’I) l,OVF. 
iMcJsie, w^hen soh voices die, 

Vibrates in the memory—^ 

Odours, wdien swTot violets siekon, 

Live wdtiiiu tlic sense they quicken. 

Rose lcav<*b, wdien the rose is dead 
Aj*o heaped for the '^cdoved’s bed ; 

And so thy thoughts, ‘when thoii ert gone, 

Love itself blia41 slumber on. ^16.— 
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CLIIT. 

' THE TURF SHALL BE MY FRACRANT SHlflNE.* 
Tii^ Liirf shfill bo my fi'agrant shrine ; 

Aly temple, Jt^ord, that arcli of thirite ; 

]\Iy censer’s breath the mountain airs, 

And sirfeiit ilioufjhts my only prayers. t 
My choir shall be tho mooiiliu^ht ^vavo‘^, 

* When mnrmnriug homtward to their caves; 

. Or when the stillness oJE the sea, • 

tf Kven more than music, breathes of thee, 
rtt rvf I , by day, some glade uiiknowjn, 

AH light <ind hlkuco, like thy throne : 

Ani^ tho palo slars shall be, . 0 ^. night. 

Tile only eyes that watch my rite. 

Thy heaven, on which ’tis bliss to look, * 
Sliall bo my pure aud sbiuiug book, 

Where 1 shall road, in words of flame, ^ 

Id Tho gloriob of tliy woi^lrous name! 

I'll read tliy anger in tht5 rack * 

That cKmds awliHo tho day-l^Orlm^^^ track ! 

Thy mercy, in the azure hue 
Of sunny briglitncss breaking tlp’ongh. 

There’s notliing bright, above, btlow, 

Frdni flowers that bloom to siars that glow, 

But 111 its light niy .^oul can boe 
2 1 Some feature of thy’ Deity ! • 

There’s nothing darkf below', abo\o, 

• But in Ms gloom *I trace thy love , 

And meekly w'ait that nhwnilit^ wlicrt 
Thj^ tdiicli sJuffNiirn alhliWgfit ngaTri. — 

*From \ iS* No. j. — IbUl. Pij oiaiit tncitc. t 
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AN KNaLlSU ANTHOLOGy. 


[l3iC. I(. 


^ CfilV. 

ON THIS OAV I OOA11‘LEJK MV 'IJUJiH -SIX III YEub'. 

^ 'T]s lime iliiw lioarl sli^ulrl bo iiiinioV(‘il, 
8iiiee otlici-s it. halli ccas< »I to muv(*; 

Yot, tliouf^li 1 caimot bo ])olovorl, 

^ Still lot mo love ! * 

^0" *1*^' }'c‘lIo\v loaf; 

I'lio flov\oi*s 011(1 fruits ot* love oro ii^ono ; , 

The worm, the e«aiikof, ami the j^viof 
Aro mine alone ! 

'J'ho fiiv that on my Ikisoiu inxys ^ 

Is lone us so;ne voJeanic* isle ; 

No toL'cli is kimlled at Us blo/iC — , 

A funei’ul pile. , 

Tlio hope, thi' fis'ir, the jealous oare^ 

I’ho o\alt(Hl portion of the pain 

And pow('i‘ of love, T l.innot share, 

10 ♦^hit A\ear/he eliain 

But Uis m't thnK, - and Uis not lu ,v — ' 

Sik'Ij thouhlds should shake niy .>oa1, nor 

Where I ory deeks the hero’s bier, 

Ur binds hi> biMw. 

'riu* sword, tlu banner, and tin* fudfl, 

(ilory and ({ree(*o, around ini' see ! 

^riic »Spitrtan borne upon his shield, 

I Was not more free. 

Awake ! (niy Ureoeo -hIio i.s avval* 

AwaliO, my sDiriCl 1’hink thiou/'h tcni i> 

’i n V lilo-bloud ti-aeks its ;>inVMt hike, , 

, AmUt III u btiiLe iioiue ^ .. 
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•Tread tlioso reviving |/n.s'-j»»ns down, > 

T^nwoiiliy inanliood ! — iinio flu'e ^ 

'' liVlilTcreiit should the smile oj* frowji 
'^32 ) (If heaufy be. 

If tiion rc'«r?t\t ihy youth, wlty liio/ 

• ^Tho Ijihd oj honoimiMo death 
Is hoA- : --np to tlu^ field, and ni\o. 

Away thy brt atli ! 

oni - le^'S often so»it;hL tlvin found — 

A soldicj*\s jL^rave. W thee Ihe hesi ; 

• Then lo<d< nronnd, jijuI elioose thy ^Tound* 
lO • And take 4hy rod. , % 

irjly, .1 . 1. i'2, . -^iyn>h. 

• • jfV * 

TO A Ss'vrAIlK. 

Enn REAL ininslrol,’ pflt»rim of tlio sky !• 

J)uht thou (h‘tf[)ise*fcho earth whi*ro carwn aboniul ? 
Or, while tlio wlng4 aspire, are heart and eyo ^ 
noilnwilh thy nest the do’v^» ^l^nnd ? 

Thy iio«<t whioh tlion rannt droji into at will, 

C Tltoso qai^ erin§ win^ conipo«-* d, that nnisio still * 

, Tfi tluil'i-it poin? of vision, ^rftjd^heJ^ond, 

JMoiinl, darin" wWhIer ! — that lo\ c- prompted strain 
*-r“’Tvvixt theo and thino a nw('*-fadiMj^ bond — 
Thrills not the Iosn the bosom of tin* plain ; 

Y<?t niight’st thou sooui, pioud privdege I to sinuf 
12 All iiidepondout of 1110 leafy Spring;. 

liCave to the nightingale her bhaily wood ; • 

, •A privacy of glorioifti light is tli’ino, * 

• Whonoe thou dt^t pour upon the world a*fldoJ 

Of harmony, wdtli in.^I*j*pt Aiorh div^'uc; ^ 

Q’ypoKiC tlwTwifii', who g6ar, hut lUAor roanii— 
lS**/rruo t^) thd kimlrdd puiul»^ of Heaven and Home. 

* . »* — * 



220 


AN ENGLISH ANTHOLOGY. 


[bk. II. 


9 . CLVI. 

ANGEL HELP.# 

Tnra rare ttiLlet dofcli iiicla<lo 
^ Poverty with Sanctitade. ^ 

Past midnight this poor KhiM hnth Rpun, 

And yet tlic work is not half duut, 

VVliieli must supply from earnings soatit 
A foelde ‘bedrid parent’s want. 

Her sloe])-charged o^c'i exoinption ask, 

And hol3'' liands take up flie task ; 

Unseen the rock and spindlo ply, 

10 I do licr earthly drud^wy, 

Sl'oej), saintly poor sleep, sleep, on ; 

And, waking, ft»id thy labours doTv^*. 

Pcrchancc she knows it by lier drenins ; 

Hen eye hath cauglit tliorgolden gleams. 

Angelic presence* testifying, * 

M^hat round her everywhere arc flying ; 

Osteiits frJ m whicli si e inaj" pivsnino* 

^rhat inu(;}i of Heaven is in the j’ooin. 

Skirting her own bright hair tlu‘y run, 

20 And to till* hjindy add more snn. 

Now on that aged face they lix, 

'Streaming fioifi the crucifix ; 

Tlio flesh-eloggcd spirit disahubing, 

Death -disarming sleeps infusing, 

Prelibations, foretastes high, 

And equal thmglits to live or die. 

Gardener bright from JWdcii’s bower, 

Tend with ca ’e that lily fioWer ; , 

' * Suggosted by \ drawivg in is reprosenh'd a poor female who, 
having past nfidniglit, to maintain a boUridtibn mbthcr, has fallen 
asleep from fatigue, and aagelraro iini^ting her Vork. (u anot^ier part 
of the chamber, an ungol fs tending a lily, the emhjem of purity. 
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To its JeavcR and root infiivc 
30 Ifeavcn'H bnuhliine, fleAvon’M dowR 
‘'ijis a typt*, and Tis a plodgo, 

> 0^ a crowning privilege. 

Oiirefal as ^liat hly ilowt'r, 

This maul must keep lier precious dowi-r , 

Liv'o’i saintiMl Maid, or dio 
Mart \T to \irginity. 

^Virtuous ])oor ones, s]i ep, sloe]) on, 

And \\aking find yuuy labours done. — Laiub. , 


Vlvii. 

^ YOUTH AND AO B 

Vf asE, a breezo mitl blossoms straying, 

Where tlopo clung feeding, like a bee— 

Tloth were i^dne ! Life wont a-ma} ing 
With Nature, Ifope, and Poesy, 

^ When I njis j’onng ! ^ 

When I was young ? — All, woofiil When ^ " 

All ^ for Uio chKnge ’twixtNow aiul Tlici 
'I’liih yreathing’ house not built w'thjiands, 
Thisbod^ that does me grievous wrong, 

10 O'er aery tliffs and glittering *;andH 
Uow lightly then it flashed along, 

L/ko those trim skiffs, unknown of yore, 

On winding lakes ?md rivers wido, 

That ask no aid of'isail or oar, ’ 

, That fear no spite of wind or tido.f 
, Non gilt cared this l)ody for wind or weather 
When Y6uth and iu,’^ together. 

* “ One df die m6St ifl^rCrcfc noetnir, for htjle, feclioff, ano-cverythiny, 
that iv«'ro writteif.” — beijjsi ilunf. * 

t Probably the fir.#t reference iu poefcry to a» steamboat. 
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Flowoi^^ arc lo\(ly#; Love is flo\\or-likc ; 
Fi ioiid^liip is a shclfceniig tree ; 

20 O ^ the jo}H, tliat came clown &lio\vci*-likc 
- Of Fiiemlsliip, Love, aiu^ Libeity, 

Kiel was old' • 

.Ere I was old ? Ali, woeful Eto,^ 

Wliicb U]Is 1110 , Ytmih’t, no longer hcr^ * 

0 youth ! for ‘:)0 many and sw(et, 

’Tis known that thoiiMnd l^.vcro one, 
riVtlnnk ii but a fOnctJconjCoit — *1- ^ 

Jt faipiol bo, that thou ait gone ! 

T/iy Yospcr-boll hath not. 3 (t tolled , — 

ilO And thou werf a}c a ina-kcr bold ^ * 
WLat strange dLsgiiibO liast now j)i?t on 
To mako-belun c that tjiou ailjgono ? 

1 sod those locks in silvery 

Tins drooping ^ai(, this altoTotVsi/o, 

Jhit ‘'iningtide blossoms on Ihy bps, 

^ And tears lake sunsbii.e fiom thine c^es 
/ Life is half thought^ so (liinksl will 
Tliat Vfonth andj aie lionsc-inaiLS stiH 

Dow'-drops ai\) the gems o{ morning, 

40 Hut the tears? of nioiinifnl c^o ’ 

Wheic no hope is, lifer’s a warning 
Tliat only serves 'o make us giic\o 
When wo arc* old ; — 

—-That orly serves to make us grieve 
\Vifch oft and tedious tal uig- leave, 

Like some poor nigh-related guest, 

' tThai may not rudely dismissed,* 

Yet hatfi r>ut-s?r.yod<}iis wilcpttjo^xvhilcs 
And ielL the jest *AithoutJ»tho snrflc. 



SECT, vrr.] liOVK, uopk ani> wtience. 


. • . CT-vm. ♦ 

‘t.OVE. nOPE, AND rATlKS'OK IN KDUt'.VTlON. 

O’eu waywnjd childliootIwouldbtHiouliold firm rule', 
*' And sun tlioc in tho liglit of Inippy f.ircs ; 

17()V(> Ifo|>c',%id Pnfciciico, thcs<‘ must bo thy ?yra(‘c:<, 
And iu lliiiio own heart let^theni iltsi keep hehooh 

^ For, ftjj old Atlifj on hl^ })roa<l neck pla(*eH 

.starry and tlioi'o sustains it ; — w) 

Do tluyc upbear tlio little world Ixdow • * 

©f Kd neat ion, —rtUiciice, Ijrn^e, iiivl IlopCi 

I sec them grouped*! ii s< enily^show, * 
The straiteiu'(f arnis^upruisc d, the palms iisloju*, 

And robes that (oychfng as adown tliey^flovv, 
DislJiK'tly blf^iuDMiko snow embossed in snow. 

0 part ilieui n#^er*l If Llopo piostrate lie, ^ 

« Love too will Hinlw 

* * 

J>ut Lovi' is sn^ll(% amUlotU proo/ do’ivo 

• I'hoi i.liei* own life that Ut>pe is}et alive ; 

• Ahid, bending oVt with sosLluuofn.sing ey< s, 

And ilie soft muriniirs of the nn){iier-do\<‘, 
tVuos briek tln^ fleeting spirit, (fnd h tlf sn»)|ilie.-5 ; — 

20 T^iris i-iove rcilays to Hope vvliat Hope first gave to 

JiOVC. , . 

• 

Yet haply thcro wUl coino*a woarj;day, 

VVheii^ ovor-taskc;! at.leTigth,* ^ 
l>(»th Ijovo and JL)|h* buicath the load gi^m^way ; 
h'lu n, wiili a siaLu'^w’P’^ih'^a skdui'\-i vStveiigth, 
Slamjs I he^nnile ‘^^Vati^fciee, n6ilnng {nth, • 
And both •np[Ai'lv»g dcn.>the work of bmli, 

• ^ \ — . 
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< CLIX. 

» FROM TITE ANCIENT MANSION.* 

*CoME load me, lassie, to the shade ^ 

Where wiljows grow bchldo tlio brook ; 

For well 1 know the sound it ir. ide, 

^When dashing o’er the stony rlM, 

It murmjrcd to St. Osyth’s mill. 

The lass replied : — ‘ The trees are fled, 
Thr‘y’vc cut the brook a straightcr bed ; 

No shrtdes the pi'esent lords allow, 

The miller only mnrmnrs now, 

10 1'' c waters now his mill forsak 

And form a pond they call a lake.* ' 

‘ Then, lass, thy grandsirc’s footsteps gfiido 
Bulmer’s Tree, the giant oak, 

Whoso boughs the keeper’s' oottige hide, 

And part the cliiircli-way lane oVrIook. 

A boy,* I eVmbcd the t)pnio&b bough 
And 1 would feel its shadow now- 
Ur, lassie, l(ad me to the west, 

Where gVew tin* elm trees thick and fall, 

20 Wlicro rooks unnumbered build their nest, - 
' Deli berate dniUs, and prudent all ; 

Their notes, indeed, are harsh and rude, 

I3nt thoy’ro a social multitude.’ 

‘ The rooks are shot, tile trees are felled, 
And nest and ‘nursery all expelled ; 

With hotter late the giant tree, 

()ld Buliner’s 0«ik, is goiic to sea.’ 

i i 

‘ Then, 1 Assio, Ljad tfny grandsiro on, 

‘And to the holy water l^tiTig ; 

Fiom Voi^fhi n 'n Tnhi-t edited by suiio m IbiJJi. 
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• 

30* A cup is fastened to the ^ionc, * 

And I would taste the healing sprjng, 

"t^hat soon its rocky cist forsakes, 

And green its mossy passage makes.* 

' The holy spring is turned aside, 

* The^rch is^one, the stream is dried ; ' 

The plough has levelled alj around, 

And here is now no holy ground.’ 

‘ 0 then, my lassie, lead the way 

• To Comfort’s Homo, the ancient inn ; 

40 il^hai something hqlds, if wo can pay, — ' 

Old pavid is our living kin ; 

A«5orvaut once, he still preserves 

,lj.is name, and in h*s office serves.* 

• 

* ‘ Alas ! that rgftie should be the fate* 

Old David’s* so rioivs to relate; 

But they wore brief ; not long bofor^ 

Ho clied, his office was no more,^ 

The kennel stands upon the gromid, 

• With# soniethiry^ of tho forjucr syiind !’ 

5o J O then,’ the gVieviug man re*plied. 

No farther, Ijissie, let me »ti*ay ; 

Here’s nothiug loft of ancient pride, 

• Of what was grand, of what was gay ; 

But all is changed, is lost, is sol<r, 

All, all that’s loft, Is chilling pold*, 

. 1 sock for coVnfort here in vain, ■ 

• Then lead m<5*tomy bq^ again!’ * * • 

" ’ - — Orabbe 

- • . 

* 'JJJiis piece is vc#y similaa ti> Soal^ioy's Old Mmisiov-house^ a dia- 

logue tietwocu^ ‘ Strauger’ and an 'Old jSlaii\ the hitter bowailiog the 
changes that have tliken plaee sinee hg wa« ‘ ^ 
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AH £MaU9H ANTHOtiQaT, 


c»?. «• 


CLX. 

ON Aif ANTIQUE GESC 

BEAniNG THE HEADS OE PERICLES AND ASPA8IA. 
This was fcbe raler of the land, 

When Athens was the land of fame ; 

This was the light that led the bard, 

When each was like a living ftame ; , ' 

The ceotib of earth's noblest ring — 

6 Of more than men the inore.tbau king * 

Yet not by fetter, nor by spear, 

His sovereignty was lield or won ; 
fcVa\ed — but alone as freemen fear, 

Zoved —but as freemen love 
Ho waved the sceptre o’er his kind, « 

12 By Nature’s first great title — mind ’ , 

Resi2>tleas words were on I* is tongue — 

Then Kloquence first flashed below , 

• Full armed fo life the portent sptung — 
Minerva ^lom the Tl' undercr’s brow ’ 

And his tl«e solo, tin,' sacred hand 
J8 That shook her 8Pgis o’er the land 

V ^ * 

And throned immortal by his side, 

A woman sits with eye sublime, — 

Aspasia, all li's spirit’s bride } 

But, if their solemn love wore crime, 

Pity the Beauty and the Sage, — 

24 Their crime was ki their darkened age 
Ho perished, tut his wreath was won, — 
lie perished in his height of fame ; 

Then sunk the cloud on Athens’ sun, 
t Tot Biill she cou((pered in his name. 

Filled with his soul, she nonld "net die ; 

8U Her oouquest w^s ^lerity. * ' t— O ro/y. 



SfeCT. VII.] A EBTfiOBPEd’. 


Cliil. ’ 

• ON TAB DEPARTOTRE OF SfR WALTER S5CW FROM 

ABliOTSFORD FOR NAPLES 
A TKOUBLM, not of clouds, or weopiijg rain, 

N^or of the selling sun’s pathetic light 
li>Ogonderr*(l, l^anga o’eP Eildon’s triple height^f 
Spiritsfof Power, asHetnbled there, lifimplain 
For kindred Power, dopiu*tnlg from their sight; 
While Tweed, h^st pleased in chanting a blithe 
• '* strain, • 

Saddens his voice again and yet again. ^ 

Li^t up your hearts, Moui’uers ' for tluj^might 
Of the ivhole ’%oi'ld*s good wishes with > 

Blessingfi%nd ))ra)^ers in nobler Petiriue 
Than ecejjfred king on laurelled con ([ueiw knows. 
Follow tin's wondi*ous Botontate. Be true, 

Ve winds of oco^d, and t be midland sea, 

Wafting yodr dlit^rge to soft Parthenope I 

* — WordsiroftJf . 

^ QhXV. 

A RElftObPEf 1. 

Long time a child, and hfill a chiluj when years 
Had painted mai^liood on my*eh(‘eJj, was I ; 

Por yet I lived like one notluorrf to die ; 

A thriftless prodigal of smiles and tearh, 

Nd hope I needeH, and I knew no fears. 

But sleep, though swot, is only sleep , and waking 
I waked to sleep no rporo ; at once p'(»rtaking 
The vanguard of my age, with all arrears 
Of duty on my back. JN'etr cliihl, lu^r man, • 

BTor youth, nor sage, > find my head is gi’oy, 

For J haye lost tlv**race I nfiver • 

/ A rathe DEceinber birglitt^m|r*lbg*gin^'May ; 
AigidgStiUJ^wp a child,#l hough 1 old; 

• Time is iny de&toii for my y^ai^s untold. 

J^-’-Hartley GoUr^e. 
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AN BNQUSH ANTHOLOaY. 


[6K. n. 


cTxin. * 

I HE GRASSHOPPER AND THE CRICKET 
Gr1‘>v little va alter on ilie sunny grass, 

Catching your heart up at ^^he feel of June, 

Sole voice that’s heard amidst lit.* ?azy noon, 

W^hon ev’n the bees lag at the summoning brajjs , 
And you, wann little housekeeper, who class ' 

With those who think the candles come too soon. 
Loving the fire, and with youi'dricksome tune* 

Nick the glad silent moments as they pass , 

0 sweet and tiny cousins, that belong, 

One to the fields, the other to the hearth, > 
noth ‘have your sunshine; both, though small, are 
sfrong ^ ^ ^ 

At your clear hearts, and both seem given tc eaHh 
To sing in thonghtful eai's this natural song,— 

£n doors and out, summer anu* winter, mirth 

* —Leiqk Utint 


. fEXIV 

THE WA^u-FEOWER. 

I WILL not ptjaise the often-flattered rose, 

Or virgin-Hke, with blushing charms half seen, 

Or when, in d izzling splendour; like a qn?cn, t / 

All her magnificence of state she shows ; 

No, nor that nnti-Uko lily which/ but blows 
Beneath the valley’s cool and shady screen ; 

Nor yet the i^pn-flower, that with warrior mien 
Still eyes the orb of jglory where it glows; 

Blit thou, negleo^-ed Wall- flower * to my breast 
And Muse art dearest, mildest, sweetest flower ^ 

To whom alone Ihe privilege given 
Proudly to root th^teli-above tlje rest, 

As Gonius dbes^ and from thy mt’:y'‘toweiL' • 

Lend fragrince the puresf breath' of heaven. ' 

* * * ‘ -^Doubleclayi 
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t CLXV. 

, EXTEMPORE EFFUSION UPON THE DEATH OF JAMES HOGG. 
When first, descending from the inoorlond*^. 

[ saw the Stream of Yarrow glide * 

Along a bar!' and open valley. 

^be Flttriek ^hepbei'd was my guide 

Wlien last along its banks I wandqrcd. 

Through groves that liad ])ogun to shed 
Tlieir golden leaves upon the pathway s 
8 My steps the Border- minslrel led 

The )»nghty l^tmsti'ol breathes no longer, Jte) 

^fid monldeiT^ig ^niihs low he lies , • , * 

And deaMi upon tlie braes of Yarrow, (h) 

Ha if closed the Shepherd* poeVs c) es , 

Nj»)r has the rolling yd^r tuice ineasureih 
From sign to.sigi* its stead hist couis(\ 

Since every mental ^loxiver ot ('oh^ridge (r) 

Ifi Was h*<j/eii at its mar^ elloiis soiii , 

The rapt one, of the godhke forehead 
The heaven-eyed creature sleeps in eaith , 

And LftiJib, the frolic and tjib gen Je,* 

H^s vanished from his lonely health (d) 

Ijike clonds thf*( rake the mOnidain-sunmiits, 

Or waves that 57wn no curbing hand. 

How fast has brothej* followed brother 
. 24 Fi’oifi sunshine to the sunUitts land ’ 

Yet I, whose lidi| from infant sfijmbors 
Were earlier r.iised, remain to hoar 

^ • • t — — 

(a) Sir W. Scott diiA 21^t Sept. 1S32., (h^ JIc^E died 2Ut Nov. 1836. 

(r) S. T.ColendRedm\35Ui July 183^* (/?iUmbdied 2rtli Dec. 1834. 

♦ Lamb, in his linea OBTj’/fr >bm^?V Ncrw**^ writes 

Wbate’ar tbe fount whonco thy begihpiugfs came, 

Ko deed of rajne isball ebame ^ee, (lehtje name !. 



^90 AN CNOLtSH AMTHOUyOY. [bX. 11. 

I 

A timid voice, th?*t asks in whispers, ^ 

“ VThe next will drop and disappear 
Our lianghty life is crowned with darkness, 

Like London with its owii black wreath, 

On which with thee, 0 Crabbed ^orth-looking, 

32. 1 gazed from Hampstead’s breezy heath. » ' 

As if hul yesterday departed, 

Thon too art gone before ; bnt why, 

O’er ripe fruit, seasonably gathered, 

Should frail survivors heave a sigh ?(e) 

M\)urn rather for that holy Spirit, ^ 

•>^weet as the spring, as oeeun#/leep ; 

For her who, ere her summer fadtTd, 

40 Has sunk into a broatbiess sleep. (/) 

I 

Ncvmore of old roniafltic, sori*ow\s, ^ 

For slaughforcd Youth oi’^/ovc^lorn Maid ! 

Witli sharper grief is Yarrow smitten, 

And Lttrick mouins ,with her their Foot dead. 

Nov. 1836. — Wftrdsworih. 

‘ I 

. rHlC ^rRBAM THAT HFRRJfcB BY,* 

The stream that hurries by yon fixM shore 
RotdVns no more \ /’ 

The wind that dries at morn yon dewy lawn 
Breathes, and ip jgonc ; 

Those withered flowers to summer’s ripening glow 
No nforc shall blow • 

Those fallen leaves that strew yon garden bed 
8 For aye a'i-e dead. * * ^ 

Of lau%h, of jeSt, pf mirth, of pleasure past, 

^ Nothing shall last 

(/) Hrs.Hsmans died leth May 

* iiMM pttbUhed i& the ComhtU MBtgiitBwne, 1870. 
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Ob shore, on sea, on hill, on vale, on plain, 

• Nought shall remain ; 

* Of all for which poor mortals vainly mourn, 
Nought shall I'etum, 

Life hath hh hour in heaven and earth beneath, 
16^* And &o hath Death. - 

c • 

Not ali the chains that clank in eastern clime 

('an fetter Time ; 

bar all the phia’ > in tii doctor's store 
Youth comes no moi-e ; 

No drug on Age’s wrinkled cheek renews * 

# Jiife’s ea-ly lyios : ^ * * 

Not all tlje teirs by pious mourners shod 

24 ' Can wake the dead * • 

* 

For all 8pring gives, ^pd Winter takes again. 

* We grieve [A vain . * 

Vainly for suftshrae^ *!e(l, and joys gone by, 

We heav8 the ^igb ; 

On, crcr on, with unexhausted hr ath. 

Time hastes to D<|ath ; 

. ' Even with each word we speak, a moment flies, 
>32 • As born, a^d dies. • * 

If •thus, through lesser Nature’s empire wide 

• Nothing\bide, — 

‘ If wind, and wave, and leaf, aud saw, and flower 
Have each their hourr- . 

Ho walks on ice who.s 0 dallying spirit clings 
To earthly things; r * 

•And h© alone is wise whose well-taught love 
40 Is tired aWve^ 

Truths fiAu as bright, bn^i oft to iao»*tal ear 
• • Ch»}Ai]lg jind dre^l’, ‘ 

"Harsh tlfe raven's croak the sounds that tell 
Of pleasure’s kr.e^l ; ’ 
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Pray, roader, that at least tin* ininstrers Ktraiii 
Not aJl be vain ; 

And, when thou bend’st to God the Riippliaut kiioo, 
48 Remember mo ’ 

Pafla^, Oct,\o, 1836. ‘ —Gerald Orijjitt. 


LLXVll. 

THE VOICELESS. 

We eoiint tho brokqn lyi'Oii that rest 
"Whore the sweet wailing singors aliimbo , 

But over their Kilent sisters breast 
«The wild flowers who vvill.htoop to number ' 
few can touch the inagie st,ying, 

Aiid noiM;y fame is proud to wimthem , 

Alas, for those that nt^vor sing, ' 

8 But die with nil tbeir music in them ^ • 
gidevo not for the iloufl alon<‘, ' 

Whose song has told their hearts’ sad story. 
Wee]^ for the voiceless, whR have known ^ 

The citNs without'. he crown of glo.y ^ I 
Not where Leucadiaii hree/es sweep ’ 

0\*r Sappho’s memory -haunted billow, 

f3iit wHere the glistening iiight-di^ws weep 
'iti On nameless sori’ow’s chuTchyaid pillow 
O hearts tl'at^break, and give no sign, 
fSavc whitening lip and lading tresses 
Till Death pou s out his cordial wine, . 

Slow-dropped from inisery’s crushing presses , 
If sing* ig breatJli or echoing chord 
To every 'hidden pang w^ere given. 

What endless melodies were poured, 

As sad as oaf< h, as ^wcH as heaven ’ - -Hvlurs, 


24 
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SECTION vm. (1837-1887.) 

• * CLxvni. 

TIIB 

* Jov 4o the Queen Y^ctoriaJI 

i3e the Sun of her life serene ! 

^Afa}’ Hie Heaven that betuletli over her 
Sked joy on tlie Islajid Queen. 

<* 

Joy to the tfc recto Id Nation ! 

Pca#e to her vallies green ! ' 

Buu if war should come, Jhen, Victory, 

Bo Thou the Na( Ifni’s Queen, 

« 

Bo her heart like *ho Oaks of England, 

And her eyes like ihc^ai5aro shee^j ! • ** 

And in calm or storm, Victoria 1 ^ 

Be ever the People’s Quoeu ! * — rnfcter, 

\ CLXIX. ♦ * . ' 

• FtTIMUS — W'K WEliK. 

Oo to the onc^Joved bowers? • * 

Wreathe blushing roses for the lady’s hair. 

W^irter hay been u^ion the leaves ^nd flowers, — 

• They were ! 

Look for the doj:nos kings ; * ^ 

Lo, the owl’s fortress, or the- tiger’s lair ! 

^ ^ . ' • 

Oblivion sits boside'/hem ; njo^keiy sings 

^ wevc! ,? ^ ' • ^ 

• WfttteD at the Queen's accesbiow-^ lifet puhlibhcd in tbe Oenllevtan's 
Magazine, 187 * 4 . 
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Waken iho uiinsh’er.s Into; 

J5i(l the s^^n)oth picachn* eliarm tiie listening oiu*( 

TIio ciiords lire bi'oken, and the lips are nmte; — 

- They were * 

Visit tlu* at mid brav’o , ‘ * 

Worship the uitehei'ies of the briu;nt and ‘‘air; 

Is not tliy foot ui>on a ucw-mado grave H — 
lb Tlieyweye^ 

Speak to thiin' heart, piove '' 

The steieis of tJiy naiuie. Wlial^is there? 

^Wild h(‘j>es, vvann ianeies, fervent faith, loud love, 
^rhe;y vserc’ ti 

We too, we too must tsMI , 

A tew }y‘it f yeans to labonV and to hear; 

Then comes (lie sevlon inxi*' tJu* old trite tale, 

21 ‘ We v\ eve ^ ' — Vt auJ. 

% ' . “ 

< IA\ 

i* 

(U"l»]IO0l) AM» lIJ-> Vl^lluUS. 

\K ^ 

Onci on a < hue when sunny -May 
Was kissing jiip the April show ei s, 

I sinv' fair Cbildliood hani a^ play 
tlpoi! a bank f hi ashing ilowcrs ; 
lJapi»y,— iie knew' not wjienee or bow ; y 
And smihiig',— v\ho a* aid choose but lovo him r ^ 
For not moi o glad thai» Chifidbood’s brow, 
vWas the blue heaven that beamed above him. 

' Old Time, in pppalling wi*ath, 

Tb‘*t Willey ‘i grcim ri*pose t/iVsidod j t 
The brooks givw'Slry up6ii Ms phth, , / 

' The binls vVeie ivute, the lilies laded ; 
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•Hut Tiiup so suittly his flight', 

* In haste a (Ifoeiaii tomb to batti*)’, 

• 

Tliai OlnldJiood watched his pti]>ei* Life, 
l>i And know jnst notliinf^^ of Hir* 7natt«*j‘ 

, With ciii*lin^ lip and ( yi*, 

upon the soeno a miiinte, 
lint Childhood’s jj^laiioc of purity , 

. ^Jlnd sncli a liol^ spell within it. 

That tlic dark (tonion fo tlie air 
• Spread forth asj^ain ^iis baflhul ]>inion, 
i^nd hid his evry and do*'paii\ / 

21? II rorlnr in his own dohiinirni 

Th^n st(‘ppod tx i^locnn^ phayttoni up, 

eYpress-eio\^u(Hl, Nisid’s awful dain^liter, 
/ud jiroUVred line a fearful cup, % 

Ihd! to th» hr^'*i of hitftw water; 

Pooj' Childliood^hade h«a‘ l(*ll Inu’ i ana*, . 

Ai I wlieri tiie behVtuie nmfteT»ed ‘*Soirow,” 

• • 

Hi* saiil, thm’t intovyipl luv g.nm‘ , 
r»2 ril taste it, it r must, tt»-i]uu i(f\v ” 

TT»o ATuso of PivduH ilutlfri* ei^m^, 

• And woO(‘d him with tho solt( st u ambers 
That ever scati#‘red wealth hirie 

,r^])nn a youthful poet’s si mn hers , 

Thfii^li sweet the imimc of the h\y, 

C’hildliood it alUi riddle, 

And *• Oh,” hep-iesj, do fiv>ay 

1?0 * That noiiSy woman with tin* fiddle.” 

Then Wsdoiu stole’ Jiis hat^rjiud ball, I 

Aud ti)jU«:hi him, witj) endeavour. 

Why Inibldes nso,'aud'aq^)rns fall, * 

And ^vtiy no toy ma^^last fbr over ; 
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kSIic talked of all {the wondrous laws * 

Which Nature’s open hook discloses, ’ 

And (Childhood, ore she made a pauses 

4Ri Was fast asleep ainon^ ^ho roses, 

« 

Sleep on, sleep on ^ — Oh ! Man his d’s dreams 
Are all of eailihly pain or ])haHnre, j * 

Of Glory’s toils, Ambition’s sehomes, 

Of eheT‘iahed lovo. or hoarded treasure ; 
ni]t to the couch wliej*e Childhood lies 
A more delicious ti'anee is ppven, < 

Lft up by rays from Seraph-eyes, 

>-4 And glimpses of rememb(*red heaven * 

'• -/Vrtrd 

. t 

n t 

CIAXI 

j ru iiiE^ poiy . » 

Come, Poet, come* 

A thousand labourers-' ply theii task, 

And what it tends to scarce l.y ask. 

And trembling ^hinkera on the briidv# 

Shiver, anU knoxv' not how ti» think. 

To toll the pui'^oH of their pain, 

And what oui silly joys contain : 

In lasting linear onts porti’ay 
The substance of the slis^dowy day ; 

10 Our reaband inner deeds reliearse, 

, Hnd make opr meaning cleap in verse. 

Corie, Poet, enmo^j for but jn vain 
Wo do the workror^feel tho pain, ' 

And galh^r up the Kk'eming . ■ 

Unless before tho ‘'ind thdu come * 

* To take, ere they a^o lost, their suCm, 
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• 

♦Come, Poet, come ! • 

’ To g'ivefjn ntteranco to tlio dumb, , 

And make vain babblers silenf, eoino, 

A tbou'aand cln])es point here and time. 
]h*\\ihlereil*by the show and £**hiie; 

^'nd ^VJM* umn half liave learned to doubt 
Whether wo are not best mthont , 

Como, Poet, both but wait io so<‘ 

’jfheii> eiior picked to Aem in iJieo 
(Jomo, Poet, come * • 

In ^ain I iseeiv to e.iil. And v<‘t 
'fliijJv not th' bvinl^ times foj^el “ 

H of #ieiot‘.s fon4>ht and tell* 

3(> Tb^t Jloniei in the •nd mi^^fit tell , 
iVt*j p;ioA ellimr ju^eneration-* ])ast 
t^pstood the J)o<Jk.' fane at hist ; 

Ami eninitless Jiearts^on countless years 
llad^ wasted thunolds, juid hopc^ ‘tnd IV‘ars, 

Rude ]a-i£>litei and uiftneaninf^ teais , 

I'lie England J^iakespeaVo saw, ty Rome 
TJie ]yiie p<‘rfei*tion of herdounv 
Othera, I iloubt'not, if not we* * 

The Issue of toils shall ^ee ^ 

Young ehibiied gather as thidr own 
IMio harvest that the dead had sown, 

Tlw dead foigofterf and unknown. — Ch>mfh, 

I • • 

^ . woupn BE Y<;?rNa ao \tn 

Would ^ou be young ag^ii I «?• ‘ 
woiiW jioji 1, — #* •* 

• One t5 meinofy giveA, Jl 
OUwar3 J’d hie. — 
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Lifers dark flood forded o’er, / t 
All but at rost on shore, 

Ray, would you plunge once more, 

# 8 With home ao nigh ? 

If yon might, would you now 
, lleirace youi way , 

Wander thi^ough thorny wilda, 

Fain t and asti‘ay ? 

Nighi’s gloomy watolics fled, 
ivlorning all beaming rod, 

‘ ITtpc^s smiles ^ynnd us shed, * 

16 ^4 IfeavQu ward —away. 

^ ^ noro aro they gone, of yore j 

My best delight, ^ 

Dear and more dear, t|iongh now 
Ridden from sight , 

Where they rejoice to fe*, ^ 

There is the land for me j 
Fly time, fly speedily, 

2 \f Come life and light ’ 

1843. — Laih/ Kainte 

, rixxiTT ^ 

CHAPlTlt * 

Tun beams of jnofning aro i eng wed, 

The valley laughs their light to see ; ^ 

And eaitli bright with gmiitnde, 

And heaven with Oharitie. 

m 

dew of heaven ; oh * ^ighfrof earth, 

Fgin, would our hearts bo filled with thee, 

*^ccauso nor darJ^n/&s comes, uor death 
* 8 About thd lioraeof Chfiritie ^ 

* This iippoired in i jinrll volunle poPi/4S pul)lis}.jed in for 
piuato ciicnlation Mr Fnskm obtained tbc Newdtgato Pii4C at Oxtoid 
n I88fs 
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G^d gnidts tho stars thoir wiinderiug way, 
lie bciiins to cast thoir courses free, ^ 
But binds uuto Himself for ayo, 

, And all their chains aro Cbaritio. 

.•When first Ho*s I retched tho bigiied zone, 
Ami lic^iod th4 hills, and barred the sea, 
Then wisdom bat beside Ifia throne, , 

IG But His own word was (Jbariue. 

* * 0 ^ 

^ ^iid still through every age and hour 

♦ Of ihiugs that wore and •things that he, 

* Are^hreuthed the presence and the power 
Of ev el la '•ting ^ haiuiV. 

By ne^m ai^l night, by sun aiul^sliower, 

By dv‘W*> that tall and ^’uids that flee 
On ^roM) nnd thdd, on f8ld ami fioucr 
24 la shed tho pease cT’'* Chari tie. 

The violets light Plie loiuly liill, 

The fnlitful furrows lo»J the lea 
l\Iau’s heart nloiio is sterilg htill 
For laek of lu^^ly Chaiitie ' 

Uo ’^alks a weary .vale witbfti, • i 
No tamp of love in heart hath In' ; 
llij^ bt^‘ps are doatji, his thougAtsliio sui, 
32 For^lack of gontlo Charitio, 

Daughter of heaven l.we dare not lift 
The dimness of our 0 }us to thee ; * 

Oh ! pure and God-de^ciided gift, 
dh ! spotless, perfect Oharitie. 

Yet forasnmicb thy brow ib crQSSt 1 
With, bjood ife (^s i rom 1 )y deh thf ul i r«‘ 0 , 
take tnet for*oai*ori]y lifust, 

40 Oh ! dying Clbariiic. • 
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Ah Hope, Endurance, Faith, yo fail like death, 

But Love an everlasting crown rcceiveth, 

For she is Hope, and Fortitude, and Faith, 
w Who all things hopeth, bm*eth, and belie veth. . 

— liasldiu 

CLXXIV. 

A BLESSING FOR RVM. 

Adam. ' Raise the majesties 
Of thy diseonsoJate brows, 0 well- beloved, 

And fi-oni with level eyelids the To come. 

And all the dark o’ the world. Rise, woman, rise ' 

1V» i ‘V peculiar and be^t altitudes, > 

Of doing good and of enduring ill, ~ ' 

Of comforting for ill, and t.'aclu'ng good 
And reconciling all that ill and good 
Unto the patiem'o of a constant hope, — 

10 Rise with th} daiightors! ll'sin eanm by thee, 

And hy sit), df-atli, — the rarmni-righteoasT«ess, 

The heavenly light and compensative rest, 

Shall come moans ot thee »f woo by thoe 
Had issue to the w-orkhthou sh ilf go foi h 

- Aii angel of the v\oe tl^ni did,st achieve, 

» Found accept able to the word in,t'tead 

\ jtOf others of that name, of whoso bright steps 
^ Thy deed stripped bare the hills. Bo satisfii I ; ' , 

Something thou hast to beo’’ through womanhood, 

20 Peculiar sufforing answoriirg to the sin, — 

yonio pang -paid down for esch new human life, 

- oome 5 \'oarine,ss in guarding such a life, ^ 

fcSome coldness lyo»vtho guarded ; som>o mistnist 
From t hose* fl«ou hast to<^ well served ; ^^* 1 ‘om, those beloved 
Too loyally, some ti*e> sou ; feebleness , 

‘ Within tliy heart, and^cruclty without, 
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Any. pressures of an alien f j^rajiny • 

. With its dynastic reasons ol larger bones / 

* And ationmcr sinows But, go to * Thy* love 
'30 Shall chant itself its own beatitudes, 

• Alt Cl Its own liii'- working A c]iiIdV> kiss 

ri't >11 thy sighing* lip^ shall make tlioo glad, / 

" A poor nUin sei\*td by thee shall make thee iieli* 
i A sick man lielpcd by thee shall make®tIieo stumg , 

• Thoirslialt be sei th) by c veiy sense 

* x;l SOI vice wliieh thou icndoroRl • , 

, Btownhtg — The Dnxma^oj ’Enle 


nil SLILl 


Ol ail (he thought ^ ot trod that aie 
Boine inwaid iitto^sfuls afai, 

Along the Pstilnostfi »aaasic deep, 

Now tell me il tliJlt any in 4^’'" 
t’CJ- g»M Ol glare, snriiaf^^ing’ tlns-^ 

(> * lie gi\cll» Li’^ h( lovedf sleep’ ^ 

Wh^t w^uld we g'\e to our hvlovcd 
The hci o s lieai I, (to be uui«o\ t d • ^ 

^jrtie pot f *s st<i^ -timed h«ii p to ^\yet p , 
'Hie patiiot’s lojce, to teach and must 
Tlu'^uionaieh s ciown, to light the bi(>W'> ' 
12 ‘ 14 ' giveth Ifis beloved, bleep ’ • 

o 

• • 

Wliat do we gjvt‘ to our beloved*-' 

A htllo iaith, all undispiovetl , 

* f A litth* jlust to*ovoiweep* ,* ^ 

'And bitter les to lu rke* i < 

I 'jlie wliole eaitffi 4)laf*ted /or our sake? 
lb ‘ He givoih His beloved, 
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a ‘ Slei'p 4oft, })e]ovecJ wc bomotiuies say, 

But lia\o no luiic to cliarm awa> * 

»Sa(l dreaiins that tlnou£»h Iho oychds cicrp , 
But iiLVCi clolohit dieani un , it- 
^Sh^U bioak ilic haj)py shnnUt w^eu 
21 ‘ Ho gj\( til His beloved, sleep ’ 

O onith, so lull oi d»'(ar} noises ’ 

O mr ji, with uling in youi \ uces ^ 

() del\ t d gold, the wailtis heap ’ 

O 'll life, O cm sc, that o ei it fall ’ 

(lod stiilvO^ 1 siU lut IhioiMdi >ou «ill 
30 i\ I ‘ guefh IJis Ik (o\td, siti p 
, ' 

IT IS (h ws dio]i iiuitily on ^lu hill , 

His r loud .ihoit it snhtU still \ 

Though on it'* slope nun soj\ ipd ii a]) , 

Mon ^ottly tb in the diw is shod, 

()i olond^s iloated oveiluad 
3b ilo gne th His b( lo\nl sleep’ 

t 

A) men inx} veondu whih ih^^ :>ean 
/ living thii ki iLf Jieling mui, 

(^\»ntin7)( li in siuh «i lest to keep, 

But angels and thieuigh the woid *- 

* I thinJs then liap' > smih is hdu /- « 

42 ‘He givetli His beloveMjfSloe]) 

, T 

V • 

P’Oi me, niy hc«(f, that eist elid go 
Most like i tiieel eliikl at a show, 
f l^lnit 'iO* s til pu^h tears the mini Icjii), ^ 
Wtmld no^ its aiird \isiein close ^ 

Wouirt-nT lid like on Hif Jove le^oscv * 

4ir* Wlio ‘ giveih His beloved, sleep * 
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Apd fiitMuls ’ — dou* fijdi Is -wIhh it shHll In 
Uhot fins loAv breith is s>oii<» from mt ^ 

\ud lound r))> ])i< i yt mint to wci |),*- 
L» t Ont , most loving of von ill ^ 

Siy, * Not * Uai nnisl oNi lie i fill ^ 

>1 ‘ lie gi\< ill Ifis heknt d, sl< tp — AT/*. /?> natuq 


CJ\\V1 . 

eow I i «v s c B vv I 

1 1 IS a ph<o whci^f potfs fiowiicd m ly led tlu hi ail s 
• lUia^irig, 

■ft isajilxd miy vvitp w nd tb '•n 

pi 1} iJiy 

Y"et 1( t (luiw^iki lad Iminbli nes>«i is U vv^s siluui 

• # 

• 1 ni^in ^ * ‘ 

Li >M (1) n<»\v niiv^*^iv( lui c tlni to vvboiu slu 
111 f if^uisb ^ 

O pofts’ fioni* I nj fiio -» foimm \\ i pouicd the* 
d( itlib hs singing ^ • 

(J nis ’ it \oui (^a)ss ol liofi L bo[)d( ss hind 

A' is ( hn ijiig ' 

'() nn id thi>. nini ii Inolhti Ik od^) oin \alu pit In 
* *b<<?ailiu<,. , f 

Gio\iKd iJilv -vdiik he tniaht yon pi oc, ind (Rul 
wliih yi smiling * 


And^iow A\lni tnm >t lU iin\ it id tliioiigh dint 
nnng tea i s li/8 stoi \ , • 

How djseoidonllicnm'',^ ti llj **111(1 d ii^iusson thegloij , 
And how aOkmi, out one, flwtd sounds ftid w *p 
(hung lights d(]»»^ tod, , * 

J4o woio noJtss alo\ni»^l u«\ v s'^ so lit iJl^enh touted 
Ho sUalJ Im to s?mtilv ])(^( A high \ 0 ( itiOM, ^ 

>nd bov> tie merkist fOfeu'stian down^n nieekti 
adhiation , 
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, Nor over Uliall he be in piwseby wise or good forsaken ; 
l(i Named softly as the fioiiseliold name of one whom (lod 
f hath taken ! 

^With quiet sadness and no gloom I learn to think npoi? 
him; 

With meekness that is gi’alefalnv.‘S& to. God, whose 
liea^^’cn hath won him ; 

Who suffered once the madness-cloud to llis own loye 
<o blind him, * . 

1 Ilut gently led tlie blind along where breath find ’)ird 
! \ could find him. 

Anrv'^wrong'iit within his s'haftend brain such quick 
poetic senses 

As hills have language foi'? and stars harnunious in- 
fluences ' * 

The pulse of dew upon the gyiss.kept his within its 
number ; , 

2^ And siJentn sha,dows from the trees rofresh'^d him like 
a sluihbcr. 

* 

Wild, timid h'ai*es were drawn from woods to snar<‘ 
his h4}mo c.aressos, . * * 

Uplooking to his human eyes with sylvan tendernesses ; 

The'veiy w^ovldj 1/ God’s constraint, from falsehood’s 
w'aj^s reino'ing, , 

I Its w'omen and its men became, beside birr, true and 
loving » 

^ And* though m blindness he remained unccuscions of 
that guiding, 

Apd' things provided 't'ame wdthbnt thq, sweet sense* of 
. pr.mdin3;; • - ^ ^ 

He to&tTiien this solemn t\*utli^ whild tr*cnzy desolated,— 
$32 N(^r man nor natufo satisfies whom only God created. 
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• I 

LiUo a ‘^lok child that knowcyi not hi^ mother ■\vlvi]«»f 

• she hlcrtsos. 

And droph upon hk barnintjf brow the coolness ot 
licr kisses — • 

Tlia\ ini ns hif levered eyes nroiiikl — ^ moiher * 
wlicvo’s my mother — 

As if /9ncli tender Avords and deeds could come IVom 
any <d her ’** - 

Thf * feiei gone, •with leaps ol heart he '-e(*s hei 
' ^ bendmu o’er hirj, 

•Ills* faiv all j)iil(» V <ni n aichfnl love, the nn\tear\ ]o\e 
* she bort him 

Thii^ woke# the ])oc‘t from the ibeam hf^^fiVk lomil^ 
fever ga\e hiiy, 

40 Bem^hh tho^o dte]i pathetie eyes, nhieh ehised in 

death to s ,ce him 

• ^ ^ 

Thus'' oh, not thus ^ no type of eaUli ei.ild iyinge 
'• that aAvaking, # ^ * 

rf Wherein he seiuvely heiyd the ehaid of seiaph>. 

, ii/und him bjeaking, # 

Or fyjt tlA* new uAmortal tkiob ot soul fiem Uidv 
, pa i ted, • 

bid fell those ejiVs alone, and# kii»ew — ‘ t^\iour ’ 

i ('f tlesevled !’ 

Deserted ^ Who hath ^•dreamt that iHlum the ci'os'i in 

* ilaikuess reste^l, • , 

Upon iho Vietim’s hidden facet; no love wiA? many 

• fested V ‘ 

What franti^ hand.s outstretelAul l^ave eVr fho atwihig 
dropji aveited^ * ^ • 

48 V^hat tears lirvf v^asbed t^ojn from the soiflrthai ane 
should bo de«ex*te<i F 
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^DeHcrted’’! God eonl^l Hepamtc from His own f*ssence 
rsithor ; « 

And Aduiu’s sins have swept l)otwoenthe righteous Son 
' and Fatlioi*. 

Yea, oiioc, JmnianncrH orpliaiU‘d * t ”v his nui verso 
♦' hath shaken — *» ^ ' 

It went np single, epholess, Mv Ood, F am forsaken !’ 

Tt. wont up from thcHo>/’s lipsfaniid his lost oroation,^ 
That, of tlui lost, Tjo sox shonld use those words 'of 
desolation ! . * 

Th'f,^^ earth's worst fi'enzies/marrijjL’* hf>pe, should mar 
not Jio]K»’s fruition, ^ 

5G And r, on Cowper’s grave*, should see liis /aptnre iji 
/ a vision. ‘ ^ 

— ilf/ s. /ovnraon/. 

*jt * 

* r t'r.x;cvn. 

ruR RLsi i'ami in •h\k world 

Wdat’s tlio lust' thing in the woi*ld 
Jime-rose, ^ov 3ila\-dew iinp'earled: 

S\\('et .soutl^-vvipd, that m<*anv no rain ; 

Truth, not eriiol to a friend J 
Pleasnre, not in nasie to end; 

Ucauty, not self-deek(»d Jmd curled 
Till its piide js over-plfiin ; 
liight, that mwer niakei you wink ; 

Aid nory, that 'i jei' no j)ain, 

Love, wlien/^f/*, //oij’i’O *oved again.* 

WhsyLj? ike best thing in the F « . 
—Something out ufM, Tthink. 
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« 

( iWMlf ^ 

m 

. H MV Dl VK ON JIH ‘ 21 ''J 

Wllll \ sH M K I \Ml 

• IJAI n \ 

• 

fl< \v sliill ] l)lcss thcf Human Lov( 

«i too [Tool in |))ssion dt \v{ uK * 

TIk liciii nlicsAMth mu ( 

• MJ 1 d lip riltoids* 

riKitjoii a mbol shall < \pu s • 

‘ Alv loM , \ uor i u ( tuu s<iaiijL»<^ 

1 1( 1 lu yn isiufli ^ 

K’ Avmtr 1^1^ slinh'^A mil nr) c h ^ 

* \Ai ch ol ill tin lovt^v slh)\vs • 

Jo oin ])rK)i \Mul(l*i)J sii irlr)\\s i,nt n, 
yii iiiMut voJi(s(h(.sr V 

12 A Join as fii ‘ ^5 9^^ oi Hi im n ’ 

« 

A.I i iHO 1 soil rim jiuisi wr uni * ^ 

I loin llnsiln hulfl^rloi i\iiui n 
7 h \\< ik ’»il k)vm^ lifmiiin hunt 

• * < i lo f»ini]i tine £i-» r I \u,.i ’ 

1’?iin, IS thion^b hli Ihy I’oot'-ili ^s n t> 

• \ud i iinil\ bi lions chinlv sli in 
Lit Huh bi J^ii'ht ’ upon !by wa}, 

^Arwl Iiolui i>uKl UK( f<u than iujup 
Lot tlieit bo in thy tJ( ii»sou], 

\^"]kii Fission ttin^ds, of Donbis is ai), 

Winn Gilds J^uk t^mpists o'lj th(,< loll * 

^21 * Ld thtu Im Li^lil ^bat sJnll nrrl luJ 

feo unr^d-guaKh <l~yni 1 h ul 

'C]»% nan^y»ya(h vih^ih iiLiv mc>}JTmd 

♦ Loid P ilUftu, the picscut Govoiii 04 lCirru«ijloJ: India. 
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Alul a‘t the end look back, nor dread 
To count the vaniHlicd years behind ! 

And pray, that sIio, whose liand doth trace 
'riiis lieart-warni pray#^v. when life is past 
May SCO and know thy hlossed <?iee 
fn (lod's own glorious Light at last ! 

* Jjtnc 21 6^, 1847. " — id/ 

' OLXXJX- 

WAITING i;pa THK,JdAY. 

An ! inj heart is weary waiting, 

\V)iiting tor the May — 

Wailing tor the })lea.sant rambh's, « 

v^ff • ' the fragrant hawthorn brfouhles, 

With Iho woodbine alternating, ^ 

Scent the dt‘wy >vay/ 

All! liiy liearl is weary waiting. 

8 Waiting tor the .May. •> < * 

Ah ! my iicart is sick with longing, 

Longing fo« the ^fayr ’ 

Longing to esiMpe froiVi study,. 

To the young tace^biir and luddy, 

.w. And the tl^ msaud chai'iiis belong uig 
To tlic suiunier's day 
All! my hcait is ^ick with longing, 
lb Longing for the May. 

Ah ' my hcaji is sore with sighing, 

8igliing t’or the JJtlay — ^ 

Sighing for thpir sm-e ret^nmipg, 

Wlieii the .summer btpms are burning, 

Hopes end tiowijvs, tha^t dead or dying 
^11 the , wilder- lay * 

Ah^iny heart is so);ci^.vitlr signing, 

24 ^ Sighing for the May. 



TO THE 1>0ET, 


249 


■ * 

SECT, vm.] 

t 

A hi! my licai*! is pained wuli^hmbbiug, 

Tlirobbing for Ihc May — 

Throbbing for Iho feea-'jido InUoivs, 

Or tlio watw- wooing willows ; 

Whole in JanJ^hing and in sobbing/ 

Vhdv' tho fleams away 
Ah * nfjifieait. ?uy hoait is throbbing, 

Thiobbing for tho May 

' * - * • f 

^ Waiting, >,ad, dejected, weary, 

‘ Wail nig lor I he May ; 

S])n«g gO‘-*s }>y i\ith iVjistod wai*nint>s— 

Moon 111 ( veiiiiii^ .-mi-biighl inupings--^ 

Sen |iier (vniu's, vet dark aiKhdiearv, 

«IUti still ebbs awaf - 
Mi\ V •'s e\ ( 1* w e n ) , woai'y , 

to Waiting for the W --[K F MacCmlhy 

t 

9 

< lAXX* 

• ^ 

^ TO THK rOIU’ ^ 

; Tirol , twin/ wouldst ^^ear the i»ain( 

Ot jiod and ili} bivtliren of inaii/nna. 

And 'Jothe in Moids of iianio » * » 

Thoughts that diall lire willim tlie g’emial mind. — 
Ih‘era*njl the framing oj: a deathlchs lay 
0 The pJl^ftmle of a diowsy summer da} 

, BuJ gather all fell} *. • * » 

^ And wix'ak th(‘Tn,(>n the wso that then (JrjsJwbaw, 
And. in thy ionely hoiirsy , ** * ' 

At teiU'nt r^^yjing or at jvafanbi 0^^**;* ^ ^ • 

Willie the wfu ji cniixht tijbgJe^. through thy \»‘ins, 

12 Set forth tlie'bnrniiig woid^ in ftAent strains 
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No smooth aiTay of ^phrase, < 

Artfully sought and ordered though it be, 
Which the cold rhymer lays 
. Upon his page ^’ith lai'gnid indashy. 

Can Tvake the listless pulse to ii\dicr speed, 

18 Or fill with sudden tcai*s tlio eyes that road, 

The seci*et wouldst thou know 

To touch the heart or fire the blood at w^Ill ? 
Let thine own eyes o’erflow, * 

Let thy lips quiver with the passionate tlirill ; 
Seize the great thought, ore yet its power bu past, 
24 And^i-’nd, in words, the treet emotion^ fast. 

' ' t 

Tlieii, should thy verse appear , 

Halting and harsh, and all unaptly wrought, 
Touch the crude line with f ja-'*, ' 

Save in the moment of iniptlhsioned thought ; 
Then summon back tbc original glow, and mend 
30 The strain with raptuyo that with tire was jienned. 

Yet lot no empty gast 

. Of passioii imd an utterance in thy lay, 

A blast that whirl? the dust 

Along tJio howling street and dies aw^ay , 

But feelings of cahj power and mighty sweep, 

36 Like cun'cnts jounijying through the windless deep 

* n 

Scekst thou, in living laya?, 

' To, limn the beautyof the earth and sky Y 
Before inirei'’gaze ^ ’ 

J^et all^liiU bfea ity m cleai* yv^icfi* lie * « 

Jjook on it with exceftdil’ig Idve, and* writ,e ' 

42 words inspir'd by, wonder and delight. 
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Of iiimpests wonldst thoB 
. 01 tell of battles — make thvselt a ^ 

Of thi gieat tnmnlt cling ' 

• ^ To the tossed ^MOck with loinn in tli\ In ait ’’ 

Scil< with the xSsa nit !ug host, the lainpait’s height 
iH Ami ,ike ind straggle m the thukist light • 

* shalt^iou ii imc a Jay ♦ 

Thjl haph ma> cmlnu ht'm igi to igt 
And luy who lead skall 
* Whit witelui^ hangs ii|5on this poet « 

\\*hit pt IS his ^hr 'wiittni spells to find 
'1 Tint swn liom n* >d If nood tht willing m'»W 

» Diynnt 


! \\0 

.IHf * T Rs 

God sent his Singci'i upoft eaith 
With sdTii >, ot sadm ss iiid of in rth,^ 

^thit tlx \ might totpli tin Itaifsof nun 
Wd hung flu in back to Ht ivcn ag ill 
; Tlu hM 1 >outh w;th soul ot fin | 

Held *n his hand j golden l>ie 
Tliiough gio^ es he ^ ladtred iiM by stu ams, 
R lUa\in^ the musm of our di earns 
The sccc'tid, with a heauded face, 

Stood singing in Ihe market place 
A.i\d siuied with ac^ents^^e.ep and'lord 
The he 11 ts of all the hsteniuft ciowd 
A gray old zifaii, the tliiij^ an^ Ust, 

Sang ime'iLthedt*a\v dim and^iast* 

Wlfile the majostu* organ rolled j ^ 

16 ContritioA hom its months cA cold i , 
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^ « 

And those who hc^id the Singeis throe r 

Disputed whicli tlio best might be , 

Koi st li thou musjc seemed to btait 

Disooidaiit wihuf'' m <acli htait 

But th e g i eat Mistei sud, ‘ I s( e 

No best in kind, but in degiff , i ^ , 

I gilt IV pious gift to iaeli, ^ 

21* To ohaim, to stitiigtlun, tnd to 1( xch 

TJuse aie thethiee gicaichouls ot might, 

And he whoso cat is tulicd aught 

Will hen no discoid in the thi'^o ^ 

most pc licet huincai\ \ 

$ - f iqfdf n 

• f 

t 

CLXiJtXll ^ 

SIIAK P>T11 ' 

O ini' Is ibid^' oul cinc^ftion — Them ul fuc ' 

Wo jsk and isk Thou sniiU <1 iml ajt still, 
Oui-tOppiiig kuov U dge * So ymn somou lull 
to the Mais nneiowiis h s mijcsry, 
f^laiiting his steadfast footsteps in the sc i. 

Making the heaven of licavcm his dwtlling-pHee, 
Spaies hut the ho lc»i, often, of his base ♦ 

To the foiled sc arehmg of moi tality , ' 

And thou, 'Whose hVad dii stais and sunbeams knou,^ 
Self schooKd, self scauud^l, st.U-honouT < d, sdf-sociiio , 
Didst wal]^ on earth /inguessed at — Jhtlu sa^ 

All pains jLho r mporia}r ‘imi it mpst etidui o, 

weaknesd' lehieh impairs,, a lb gnets ivhuh bow, 
Find tbcir sole veiofs m that victoiious brow* 

— 3f ArmM 
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^- 5 - -i 

• • 

• OLXXXIW. 

• I 

PBVW THOL IIf\ WORD'-. 

Pm Nh thou tliy wohIh; the ilioii^hls control 
Thai o’er tjiec swell and throng : 

TJiey ^^iIl condcnsi^ within tlij soul 
. XT^^cliang?' to pnipOhc stion;^. 

Bill he who lets his feelint^s i*nn 
•In soft luxnriyns tfo% 

‘Shrinks when hard service ninsi he doius - 
* And faints at cverv woe. . 

Ft W til's meani'st dee4 nno*c favour hears, 

Wlior ‘ Ileal^^ anti aIIK «ire wtMi^htsI,^ *• • 

Tlnu^ hrigtitesl transports, clntieesl pra\eis 
^liieli hloom Uieii^honr, ainl lath*. 

, ^ymhiap. 


• CJAXXI\ 

KMM riiou nn\r i *'** 

A V Kf i< 11 I’D thing’ it wtM%» to ]ia\e oiij* Ik. ait 
\ Joke a Inoad high way or a popnloins areet, 

W\ier<' vv<‘iy idle thoughl has have |o meet, , 
Pnjise, or pass on as in an open ma? f , • 

Ov like some road-side pool. ahuJi no nice a J , 

Has guarded thal t lie cattle may not heal 
An’i foul it 'witli a luullilmle of tei't, 

Till ^f tlie heavens ft i an give hack no part. 

But ketp thou thine a holy .soUtiuler 
For He who would i^iilk there, Minihl walk alone; 
He wJio ’vonld diTuk there, must he first »'»n(Ilied 
With single right to yall ^hat stream JTis own. 

Kec}) tl.ou tAyic heart, eloV* fasfhNcd. i revealed, 
* A fci ce4 garden an<l fviuTltain sealed. 

— TttncK 
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C^LXXXV. 

AUTUMNAL SONNET. 

Now Antnmn’s tire bums slow along the woods, 
#And day by day the dead leaves fall and melt. 

And night by night the monitory l;>ist 
Wa/ls iu the key-hole^ telling how rt pas. ed ^ • 
O’er empty fiehfs, or upland solitudes, 

Or grim wide wave ;’and novv the powoi* is felt 
Of melancholy, tenderer in itsimods 
Than any joy indulgent sijmmer dealt. 
i)('ar fifien<ls, together in the glimmering eve. 
Peii^i.ve and glad, with tones* that recognize • 

The soTi *M\isibh* <lew in each one’s cj(^^ 

It may 'be, somewha'i thus \ve shall have leufc 
To walk with memory, whpn distant lio,N ^ 

Poor earth, where we wex'e wo*i;t to live andg'ii»ve 

^ ^ ' — Allimjlmm 

' ^ OLXXWl. * 

ORKFJ HFLDS UNtrLAND. 

(iRFLN fields of England ^ wheres«eVr 

Across this watery Wjaste we faro, 

image at 90 r lieaHs we bear 

Green fields of Enghind, everywhere. 

Sweet eyes in England, 1 must flee 

Past where the waves’ Hst confines be, 

Ero your loved 'smile I cease to sec, 

Sweet eyes in 'England, dear* to mo. 

* ' * 

Dear home iu England, safi^nd fast 
If bdt iiii thee my lot lio'cast, . . 

The past shall see/a^^nc^thia^g past 
To thcfi^ dear^homo,* i{ wan at last ;f, 

Dear home in England, <<wl^n a£ last. ^ 

18 <ai . ‘ / ^plough. 
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WfiARIK£S8. 


♦ OLxxxv||;i. 

• > PftOSPEClIVIC FAIJH.* 

Hf &afoly walks in darkest ways 
Whose youth is Jighted from above, 

VVhere, fclirou^li the senses* silvery ha/<*, 

• [)awns tho^veilod moou of nuptial love. , 
Wlw» the happy husband ? He 

Who, scanning his nnwedd'^d life, 

Thanks Heaven^with a^^'onscienco free, 

*Twas taithtul to hisjuture wife 

— Vomitiij Ji^abHot 

tiWVVIll. 

rtf-ANl> tciVJ.'* ^ 

Sill whon^tlie sieied books 

Oivjrvvii and Gl^iy of the man, 

A much too nearly .dear luy c.in‘ • 

For me witl^ set) though to scan. 

In her puzed interest )ct I prove, 

\V*<h words that nolf'r ahiU h^torgot, 

»Suoh jierfcct fiiondsare tpuith and love 
That neither lives where both ajro not 
Pr^ibO ^len my s{mg whercCor it comes, 

^'idies, who.se innocence makes Oiight 
Eriglaiid, the Idnd of courtly iion*e8, 

The wot Id’s exhoiplar and delight 




i.TAXMX 


O little feot ! that sacH long years' 

^ Must wander tiM fhjvagli hopes* auti tears, 
Must ayhe and Jiilced beneath your load* 

I, neavAV to the waj^iide.ia^'^'^ V/ 
WJk^iV cease .anckrhst 

Am woar^* thinking o) ypur road 1 , 

♦ Prpn^ the Ajigel fn f/tc pSro^ha 1 66 
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() little hands ! th^d, weak oi* strong, 
lT«\o sTill to h»Tve or rnle so long, 

Have still so long to give or ask ; 

1, who so mut*h with book an I pen 
Have toiled among niy t'ellow-meji, 

12 Am wear}, tliiuking of your tvsk. 
i) little heart '> ^ that thi*ob and b(‘at 
Witli such iinjuitient feverish hoat, 

Such limitless and strong th'siri's ; 

Mine that so long has glowed and burned 
With passions int<» ashes tinned, 

18 ec/A ei s and eonceais iis_jp es / 

O liltiv souls ’ os jnue and white / 

/ And er\stalline as lays 'd‘ light * ' 

l)i,M*ct from Ileiven, tin ir Minree divine , 
Eefiaeted thiough the mist el } Cell's, ^ 

*dlow led my setting sun appeals, 

24 , How luiiij looks this soul ot mine* 

— Lnnyft/htii’ 


I Xi 


lAhUAin KuiruuM 

- Up iiom the meadows, i*ich woih (smn, 

(^li ir 111 the eopi vSept ember mor?., .r 

Tlu* clijstered sjnros of Fredeiuk stand, '' 
(ill ecn-w ailed by the lulls of Mar}daiid 
Round about them orchards sweep, , 
,Apolc and })t*aeh tree fnii.ed deep ; 

Fair as a gaVdeii of tin* ^ ^ 

8 To tlu e}es of tli fanfisbcd »ebcl horde > 
On that pij'asant n,or»' of»*hc early ^ ‘ 

Win i Lee juareheu over the mon ntain w'dl, 
Oui the ruountains ding down, 
horse and foot ipto^K ‘edonek lowm, 



sKcr. Tiit’.J Ija/baba ' , 

•- r ’ : 

fljxgs with their silver ^ravs, * 

Fr»i1y ^^ith their erirasoii t^ars. 

Fl.jpjjcd 111 the inox'timg wind; the sun 
jjooij looked down and saw not ouo 
LjjKjno old IJaih^M hVietcliic (lion, 

dh lioi f^oui'seore years and ion, 
l>in< '‘f ^all in Fj‘edoi‘h*k town, 

« SIjc I( ok np flu* ling the men ha*dod down ; 
In h^’i’altu* window^tht biafi sue set, 

*d"o -slhiw that one heait \\a^ loyal set. 

, I •!> the si* eel cm nu;( he lehel tread, ' 

‘ ! 1 Slone^.illl -hicksoii n ling ahead. ' , 

Uiidci hi do'^t lo'd tuit, left and 1 JC-ld, 0 
, , II(* '^hirilio, t]]( old flag ^let his fit* hi 

* “-the dnst-hiowii^Miiks stood last ; 

* ’ -old Ma/od/t*rie iifle blast 

11 shivered the wnul irv*p<tn«* and sasli , 

It loiil du* baiiTifi* with seaiii and ^nsli ; ^ 
tjfniek, iis ii tell Iroiii thetiij^iken sla^, 

32 IJanio llaj b.UM/ suaicrfied tbe^dken scMil ; 
^STn learn dj':u oat f,ji (In* Ajndojv silf 
• And 'ITook u toith i os ,*1 wilt * 

* Shool, if >(>11 miV't, this old g»ay In .id, 

* 'linl spaie ^our eolUlil^ \ flaif,’’ she s?iid 

A sJiaiie of sadness, a blush of shame. 

Over tlutfaee ol the lenitei*eaine ; • 

» Tlie nobler natuie within Jiim stirred , 

To life, at that wojij\j,irs *^*^*(1 and i^ytd* 
touelms a hair of yon a^ head 
Dios like a March pn lu'^V^vd 

’^*All da\ tlj^’oiyjli Fi'^deiack^Stteef^ ♦ 
8(*t*Ticled lln^ tr»*iS ol mArchjnjj leet; 
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All day lon^ fliai free flag tusstnl 
Over i[io heads of tlic rebel host ; 

Ever it’s torn folds rose and fell 
d8 On the loyal winds, that loved it well ; 

And through the hill-ga]»b sun,* t light 
Slione over il wiHi a warm good-nij^hf 
Barbara Frietchie’s work is o’er, 

And the rebel rides on his raids no more. 

Tfononr to her ! and I H a tea” 

PalV foj‘ her sake, (»n »^toiiew all’s bier * 

0’( r Barbara Frietcliic’s gravt‘, 

50 Fhig of Freedom and Ununn wave * i 
PeaV and ordei*, and beaut y djaw 
Round thy symbol of litdil and law , , 

And <ner th(,\htars above look do\N n < 

On t’by slaiS beTovv, in Fvi d”ru*k town ' — WIiHfif t\ 

c\oi. ' ♦» 

' oiviDru ({VIS. 

K O, lavjfis beloved, wherein 3 nine on<’e did live, 
Thinking your thoughts, and walking in your WtO h, 
On yoiir dear jir/ sence jiaiitin'ing nl' liiy d.iys. 

In pleasantness, and peace ;* whose moods did give 
The nieasuieito ?ny ov\n ! how vainly’' strive 
► Poor Fancy’s iingers, mimbcel by'^ time, ro raise' .. 
This veil of wov n years, that troiii my ga/e' j 
To hide what now you are, doth still contrive ! 
fV-*ar lives, f n«arvel if to you yet clings ’ , 

•Of* mine some j^ofpurJ \n.ud* niy beat t ihon frids 
, fiiiu li like thii ghost of one' who died -too young • 
To be,,romemUc res^ we^l, that somSlimcs steals 
A ft miiy.?jt iin^aCt friends amoLg ^ 

Sighing, and hejtv'sttheni talk ol other thiugjs. 
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cxcn. ^ 

. .. DOUKTIXO HEART. 

Where are the swallows Hed ? 

Fiozen and dead, 

l^oivdinnoo some bleak and stohmy shore, 
doubtint^ heart ! 

Fr*.^Avev purple seas, 

They wait in sunny ea^so, • 

The balmy southern breeze. 

To brin^c*' them to their northern home onof'imore. 

* Wliy must the flowers die H ^ 

#Jh'isoned tlieylio^ 

^ \ v t he eohl li*‘ed!ess of tears or rain. 

O nouflting Jiearfc! , 

only sleep behwi' 
rU? soft wliite ermiii?* .snow 
While wintej wirtds .shall blow, 

If) To hroatho and .smae upon you soon again. 

The ikuri has li id iU’ rays ^ • 

^ Those many day,s ; ^ ^ 

• Will dreary hoiir« nev'or leave tlio earth ? 

0 d'' 4 nbting lieurt. I , ^ 

• l^ie stormy cloiid.s on Uigfn , ^ . 

V*eil the same suuny sky 
^i-Miat soon — for spring is nigh— ^ 

2-t Shall wake, tlio ,su^i:imer into golden mirtli. 

Fair h|ppe is dead, and light • 

Is quenched in night. •» 

What sound can break the silence of^de.spair«P 
• O doubting heai’if ! 

The sky i.s overcast, ^ 

Yet sta?tfs .sball idse at la«t, ‘ 

mm • ^ ' 0 

BrTfjhfcirn''tor#d^idcne8S past,* • 

32 j^ikI iin^’oV Silver voiccs#stir the air. 

. 4*-A(klaiJ^,ProcJbr, 
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^ CXCIIT, * 

TF^ONliY I MIGHT LOVE MY GOD AND DIF. ' 

If onl*y I inisflit love my Gofl and die ! * 

Rut now Ho bids mo Lwo Him and live on, 

Now wli^m the bloom of all life ja ^cn.m, 

The pleasant half of life ha‘^ qiiijfo ^ono by * 

Afy tree of hope ia Iop])od thal a])i*oad 4' hiufli ; , » 

And 1 forget how summer glowed and shone*. 

While autnuin gri] je me wi^h its HiigY-ph vvyii, 

And fi*ets me with its^fitfnl windy sigh. 

When nutuiiin piissps then nu^st winter nmnb, • 

* „ And vviuter may not pns»; a weary Avhile' 

' *hit when it passes spring shall llowc'j* again ; 
And in that s*pring who weejjct liMjow / lialJ ^jnile. 
Yea, they shall \y\\\ who now ar(» orr. >ie wane, 
YcaJ tho}^ shall sing fur lo^v when Chrisl shall eonn*. 

• — Cht'i^hin 

exeJ^. * 

PA^r ANO iriURiO * 

Fair garden, uhero<*he man and woman dwelt. 

And lovt*<l, ami worked, and wliei-e, in w'ork' . re- 
Tho sabhath of «ai*h <lay, the restfih ev(<; [ pn‘’,ve, 

(They sat in' silence, with looked hands, rnid fell 
The voi<3e whielv'om passed thtVhi, a-rn'ar, a-far, 
Whieh uiurniured in the (.nnntaina and the breeze, 
Which breathed iii spices fj'oni the lad(*n trees. 

And sent a silvery .shout fi*ojn each lone htar. 

, r> 

S/veet dream of Para^lise ! and if a dr(‘am. 

One that has helpf-d UK^when our faith waa'wufdc ; 

» We wake, and s^',Il if holds fts, but \<^ouUl secmi 
Beforf^ us, n(?t“ behind, r— the goo[l seek, — > ' 

Tlic^ good* from lowest/ root whif'K^w'kxcs eVer, ^ • 

^ The golden ago of Acitnee and endoavtliir. 

‘ ^ — £miln Pfeiffer. 



* IHf MAKINO or MAN.' 


2GJ 


srcr. Mill 


• ( \c \ j 

I JO V ll\< Oh \I\N 

Hi I nr) IIh ht Gininijj> oI n ‘‘ 

^ T 1 1 10 c inic to tlx 11 ikni 4 ol 111 iii 
r ^ w irli j. iK ot U n-) 

witli 1 ol iss th H iju , 4 

isi M N idi^) nil U Ic 1 I j , 

• iMu mu 1 iMtl) tloi\t)s tint l\ (J 
uu u 1)1 mil i illi 11 finiii iu tv { 11 
^ V tl ni ultu 1 Inch If < in hi II 
('f n t# I 1 nils In Niinli 
L ( ijh indniisloi t itli * 

^ *st i l« sli i<lov\ <>♦ 

^ ?nu lili ilu sl^ulim oL clc tHi 

And flit hi^li i^ous i()?)k. ij It uul 

I 11 n iHl ( ^ iHitu « i *1 ti ^ 

\jh 1 1 im I UK ol s}iTli»ij4 nu^ 

Iioiii mitlii *>hc Uit 1l llu y iis 
And h^ffl nid dull 01 fho ‘-i i ^ 

•\iid<lisl nt Uu Uhoaim^ txi^i 
\*jid Piidu s ol tlnii^s to I ( 

In flu hniscs^i I iliatlj mil ot*l) ilh 
A^ul \\i< vvidi wccpua uid 

\4td iislnoncd njtli loathinc> afid l>\c 
"V\iflilii( bcfoii ind^iftii * * 

^2-t And dialli hiju iti* iiid tbo*^ ' ^ 

* j\t] i di\, ind 1 T 5rht- and « mniin\. 

Ill t Li«i stKT]£>rli mi£.»»t V^iVun Joi 1 span 
^ • * 

4 ^* nul lu*i\ \ li f. ** 

• Thi Ilolj^s^jufif lit m ni ^ 

• _ * , 

• ^ (i?ioi us in Ji fala • ^ ) - 
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From tlio winds of the north and the souths 
Thc|^ j^athered as unto stnfc ; • 

They breathed upon his moath. 

They filled his body wHh life; 

Eye-sight and speech they wreifght 
For the veils of the soul therein, 

A time for hibonr and thought, * 

A time*to aeiwe and to sin ; 

They gave him light his ways, fO * 

And love, and a space for delight. 

Ami beauty, and length of days, 

. « And night, and glcop m the night. 

' His\| )ech isn burning fire ; ^ 

/ , ^ith his lips be travyilcth ; * 

. , In bjs heart is a blind ^desire ; 

/Tn his eyes foi‘eknowle(^^ of death ; 

/ Ho weaves, and is clotfied with derision ; 

‘i.,, * 

'Sows, and ho shall not reap; 

' His life is aSvuteh of a vision 

, , Between ii sleep and a slet^p. • 

1865. * . « — Smlnlnirue, 


T, /:• , 0 CXCVI. 

. t ^ '• 

” ^ THK CHOIR INVI8IBLR. 

Oh, may 1 join the clioir invisible 
Of those immortal clead who live again 
In minds made. l?etter by ^hoir. presence : live 
In pnl^os stirred to generosity ^ 

In deeds of darin^j^^rectitiide, in scorn ^ ^ 
For,misei4bl/;' aidisi^that eitd with sejf, \ , 

In thoughts sublime |hat pfercd'tfio iiij^ht like stars, 
And wi.th their m jld persistence nrgtf man’s se^'ch 
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SECT, vni.] 

, To^vastor issues. 

• * • So to live is ficaveu ; 

]f) To Tual^e andyiug music in the world, 

* • ^ Br CH I liin g as beutii ooii s order t h at con ti'ol s 

With growing ftwa.y the growing lif(5 of man, 

So ^,^0 inhovit Hint sweet purity 

Fm* vvhi^'h struggled, failed, and agunis(*d, 

With widening retrospect tliaf bred rlospair. 
Re;l*jHnoiis dosh that wouid not bo subdued 
'>^Aud vicious parent shamjng still its child, * 

, *Po<*r Muxions penitence, is quick dissolved ; • 

Its fftscords, quenchcddjy nieeling hanponics,, 
iu in the hn ^'o^nd charitable uk*. ^ < # 
And all onr^i'arcr, better, truer'self, * 

'.j%ibhcd religiously^ in yearning song, 

Tbaft watciied to etjj;*/ the l)ui*theu of the woi'Jd, 
Laboriously tracing what must be, 

Aiul^wbat may yef be better — saw witlim 
A^vvort bier image for tl<^ wuctiii{’‘y* 

.And Hlja])cd it forlb before’^tbe multitude 
• Divinely Ipiman, raising worship so# 

5 To higher •reverence m»jre indeed prjth love- -- ^ 
30 That» bettor self shall live till human time 
« ■ Shall fold its eyelids, and the Iiiimin sky 
Be gjitliorcd like’ii sci-oll within the tomb 
Unreal^ for over. * • 

This life lo come, 

Which martyred njen lu^vo mado^inoi # glorioiA 

, For us whb strive to fo?l ow.- Mav I reach 
• • • ^ ^ 
That purc?j^ heaven, bec to olh(5^,S4i>uls 

The cyp.df strength in*feome gi*eilt agony, 

f^kindle ^enwronS ardour, feed.pure love, * 

Beget the snflles that hav^^/io crjioliyv — 
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4*0 Bo tlio sweet presence of a good diffused, 

And in cyfFiision ever more intense. 

So shalJ T join the choir invisildc 
Whose music is the gladness of the world. 

' 1 — Qeoiye, Eliot.* 

uxcvii. 

DKAR r.ir’LK lIAjy\ 

^ Dkar little hand that cls^sps iny own, 

Ern])rowned with toil and seamed with strife; 
Pink littlfNlingers not yet grown . 

To th,. poor strongtl) of after-life, — 
t)oar little hand ! 

I 

Dear Ifrtle eyes whudi ^sniilo on miin; 

With the tirst pcjep of :noi*nuig" light ; 

Nr)vv April-wet with tears, or f*Mc 

With dews of nity, or laugliing bright. * 

10 Dear little eyes 1 

Dear little voice, whose broken speech 
All olorjuent idtoranco can transcend . 

Sweet childish wLsdoni strong, io voacli 
A holier deep than Jove or tViend ; 

Dear little voic«' ! 

Dear little life ! niy care Upkeep 
P»’om every spot and- stain of sin ; 

Sweet soul forelloomed, for joy‘or pain, 

-*Tb struggle and — which,!' to fall or 'win Y 
20 Dretid niysti^vxi lil’e ! ^ Morrm^ 

(Jk ‘ ^ ^ ^ __ _ 

* Tbc pseudonym of Kvaws (jiftorwar^s yiv. Croso), aud 

the uajA. by wjkich, us an tfojbhorc|s, she is best known, ^ • 
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• cxmfi., 

* A PEACH. 

Ip any serTso in mortal dust reiuains 

When mine lifiH heou refined from flower to flowo!% * 

^ from the'snn all colours, drnnk the sliowor 
And, del irate v^djiy dews, and gained the gains ^ 
Whitb^dvcs wlio sleep in airy l)oIls, a-swing 
Through half a summer clay, fcr Jovfi* bestow, 

Then in some vva#m old gai'deii let rue grow’^ 

To sneli a perfect, Insli, ambrosiaii thing * 

, As this. Upon a soutli\vai*d-fa,cmg wall 
I himk, ami feel jaices dimly fed 
•And nudlo'^diig* vviiiio ..ly bloom eom(‘S ^ohV'M-gi’oy ; 
Kccj:) ^bo from mo ! but b(‘fr^*o I fall 
Pli^ i’^me, stdiito finger^, and, o’er two ripe-red 
Ofi;! 0 let me riehiy swoon away ! ^'-Thunhn. 

• "ovcix. 

J\ A MOCMTAIN PASS.* 

(In S^oV'iixd,) » * 

what wild blasts of tyjiniinous^iai'inony 
Upi'Ose these rocky walls, mas.s throat on ing mass, 
Dnsjt, sh/polcss sh.apes, arognll a desolate pr.ss ? 
What deep heart oT the ancient hll's set free ' 

The pa>s.sion, the dosii-e, the desiinv 

or this lost sfreru' Y Yon clouds that break and form, 

Ligltt vanwnrd squadrons of the joyous storm, 

They j^ther hither from what iintrackod sea r 

Pi imcval kiudjvd ! he)v.'thc mind regains 

Its vantage gi-ourd. agavist the m7rhb;. here thought 

\fring8 up the silent v;his to of air on broad , ' , 

Undauutej^ pinion ; rmin’s iuip^ieiftl paiuvS 

Are anj! visiting 'fears, and joy^inrsought, 

•i^ative rebolvji. aud partnership with God. — Ih. 

^Selectedjby the Aut^or^or thSi Aniholnr^f * 

ivi I i ' 
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‘ CCITT. 

IHE soul’s PARTL\(i. 



Si3E sat within Life’s Ba’V|uet Hall at noon, 

When word was hroiiglit unto ’ler secrctlj, 

The Master coineth onwards quicjcl;' ; soon • 

Across the Threshold He will call for the?v”* 

Then she I'ose up to meet Him at the Door, 

But turning, courteous. Aiado a ’farewell brief 
To those that sat ai’ound. From (v\arc and Grief 
She p.med firsi: : “ Companions .vworn and true ' 
Have yi) bosn ever to me, bul for Friends 
10 I knew not ti’ll later, and did miss. 

Much solace through that^pv]*or ; lot tjiis kjls>s, 

Late known and prized, l?o taken for amends „ 

Thon, too, kind, constant PayikXiice, with thy siow, 
Sweet counsels aiding mo ; 1 did not know 
That ye wore angels, until ye fiisplayed ' 

Your Avings foi*«^;^%ht ; 'now bless Jiie !'’ but they saif} 
“ Wo blest thee long ago.” " 

Then turning ^into iwaiii 

Tli*?d stood togeMicr, tenderly «,nd oft * 

20 Slio kissed them on their foreboadLS, whispering soft, 
“ jNow must we ])art ; yet leayp nio not before 
Ye see me enter safe within the Dooi* ; ^ 

Kind ])osom-Gomforters, th{\t by my side ^ 

The darkest hour fduml ever closest bide, 

A dark hour Avaiis me, ic^) for cvei uioro 
!Might w’iih its heaviness be overpast : ' 

Stay with me cross t]io Threshcljcl o’er.” 

So Faith ;*nd Hox>e, stayed djy her ti4l th'*^ Igst. 

But giving ‘both lier hands ' ^ * 

30 Tp one that stood the nearest,— “ Th'on and I 
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l^l^y*pas.s together ; for the holy bands 

<jod knits on earth are never loosed on high. 

• Long have I walked with Thee ; thy name arose 

I5’en in ray sleep, and sweeter than the close 

Of nnisic wasHliy voice ; for thou Wert sent 

To lead me homewards from my banishment 

By de.ious ways, and never hath my heart 

* Swerved from Thee, though our bands w'cro wrung apart 

By spirits swoj’r to sevfn* us ; above 

V.> Soon shall ] look upon Thee as Thou art.** 

— So she crossed o’er with Love. 

• — lifjra Grneuwtll. 

1 

coiv. • 

GOOn-BVE.* 

say it for an ^utur or for years ; 

Wo say it sniifiiig, say it choked with tears ; 

say it coldlyj say it with a kij-s ; , 

'Vrid yet we have no other wx. ’ than this,—' 

Good-bye. 

Wc liav*' no ilearer word for •our heai't’s friend, 

For hira^w’ho journeys to the worl^f s far end, 

And scars our.sonl with going; thus wo say, 

As unto him who steps but o er tne way, — 

Good-bye. 

Alik*. those wc IcA^e and those wc hate, ‘ 

Wo say no more in paiting- At b’ft \s gate, 

To him w'ho pas.^cs ouw beyond ftnrth’s sight, 

Wo cvyli*^ to the wanderer for a night, — 

Good-bye. 

jJenis I Hdifieldi 


From the. Century atvisfu-iwie, January 1884. 
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A ‘song of empire, jlnb 20, 1887. 

First Lcidy of our English race 
In Royal dignity and gra-ce 
Higher than All in old ancestral blood, 

Rut higher still in love of good, ^ 

111 care for ordered Freedom, grown ^ 

To a great tree, where’er 
In either hemishpere 
. Its vital seeds are blowi^ 

Where’er with every da 3 »^ begun 
10 Thy. English bngh’s greet the 9 oming sun ! 

Thy life is England’s. All these fifty years ' 
Thou from thy lonely Qrteenly place ^ a- , 

Hast watched the clouds And sunshine on her Vjjice, 
Hast marked her changing Itfciyes and fears ; 

Her joys and sorrows l:ave been always thine ; 
Always thy quick and royal sympathy 
Has gone out swV^i’ly tt>*tho humblest homo, 
Whorever grief and pain and sivfforiiig come. * 
Therefore it is tli/it wo * ’ 

20 Take thoo foi* Invid and syinbol.of our name. • 

For fifty years of reign thou wert, the same, ' 
a^erefor© to-day W'o make our jubilee. 

Deep based on ancient right, as on thy peopleis will, 
Thy rule enditres urishatter<^d still. ^ 

Not as tlioivs is thy ‘throve 

Who, thong^ji their haph‘?8 sahjocts groan, 

Sib selfish, caring nob at allj ^ !. 

IPVitil the fierce piob surgea and they fall, 

^ Or the avsr^ssin sots tbo down-trod fwe. > 

30 N<)t'sT\jli thy fate on this thy J*bn^,’ - 
Bivt love and reverence In the -hearts of aiL 
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Vlasb, festal fires, high on tho joyous ajr ! 

* Clash joy^bolls ! joy-guns, r^ar ! and, ' 

jubilant train pets, blare ! 

.Lyt the greab*iioise of onr rejoicing rise ! ' 

(?1 ^am, ioiig^Unmined cities, to the skies 
Roifncfall tlie earth, in ovory clime 
So far yoin* disianco half contuses tiriio ! 

in the old JiatJean hktory, 

^’ling wide tho^iioors aivl set tho prisoners free !. 

♦‘to Whi i'evor Fluglsind is o’er all tho world, * 

Flf, Km floor of UtYah England, stream, nrifnrlorl ! 

‘ The proudest ftnipiro that has Iwen, to-day* 

’ makes sojemn Jabilce. 

crlaiid 1 England ! we our voices raise < 

6jir EnglandT Ki^^and * England ! in our Queen w^o 

• « I • * 

praise ! 

\y^loye /:ot war*: hot only peace, ^ 

^Vet never shall our Efigl<ffnr?>»-.n;wer decreaso ! 

* Whoovti go ides «ur liolrn of State, 

-fjot all mpn know it, England shail bo groat ! 

• 50 W6 holia vaster lEm pi ro ttian I',as been ! • 

Nigh half tho vac^of man is anbjoefe to onr Queen ! ! 
Ni^b half tho wide, wide earth is^urs in fee ! 

Arjtl wiiere her ra?e comes, all are free. 

And ^ereforo ’tis, Qb Queon ! that wc, 

• Knit'talt in hoiuhs of t^raporbte lihe?;iy, 

Rejoice to-day, and our sbleinp. Jubileb ! ! • 

— Lewis Morris, 
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\ H(xk ihal'i<'*isttrply paKr^ by .«* 

•.A \vaf< piickiii^ on tho plaino ... 

A «<ood man was thor of I’oh'^inuij 

lvnij»:tL I'u.m’o was, ainW-hai a W' rtby man 
A litllft iRaiuii){.j is a dnTigorous tliiiifj ... 

of boiiuiy is a joy for ovor 
A t.r<.iiblO|fiol. of cluiuls noi ‘A'ocpiug rain 
v^roirhcMl |](jn;r it w-iv*', »o* our lioart 
Ab, r r(’Hiorni>05‘ \vdl-,-im<i )io\v can i * ... 

AJilnoI IS uiy licai't forlorn 

A)i ! niy*iK*; j< i* weary waitiutr, - 
A'l ' vvfuj can toll liuw'^haia^ is to climb 
Alas! tlioy Jirul boon frieiicls oi 
A II ibo woi’ltVs a, .«laj»e, n ... .. ... 

All tluMi^pes were Htill, .. 

for lire, llioa^li than I kon l)ut iyu* 

Aiivl do uot tliou onj>Le!'in*<:,liis swclli.ng tide 
And* is there e.ire in Uoaverv ? And is thpro Ua'c 
A ll t.lioii*vJOor, hast llajii golden slumbers? 
Aiouiulj r round, How oacb sweet sound 
A s a fond niother. wlion the day is o'er 
As. by some tyianl/s .stern .!omniand 
As it fell-ii])on a day 

As near Por'^ello lying .T. 

As this my cartial robo gixnva ohb 

Aa when a tree’s cut down, tlie a^cqI mot 

As one who, loi > by >vastirjg i.lckness worn,' ... 

As’ slow our ship Imr foamy tV.ack 
A^:k mo no mor: -.vhere Jove bestowr, *' 

At tho dosv. f tho'^av wiien the Imud'it is still - 
Avoi>f>e, 0 LordJ^ thjrslanghteied saints, whoso bones 
Awake, .^Eolian lyi*o, awakd ^ •... 
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Bacon, at last, a mighty man ! arose, 

Baidfl of Passio.i and of Mirth 

Before the beginning of yoaVs 

Bo it a weakness, it deserves some [iniise 

Bo tliou ulessed, Bertram ! and succeed thy father 

Bird of the wilderness 

Busy, curious, till rsty fly 

But I perceive my martial strength is spent ... 

By ceaseless action all that in subsists 

By him lay b'^avy Sleep, the cousin of Death,... 


Call for the robin-redbreast and the wren, ... ... 1 Si 

Call it not vain they do not eiT, " ^ ... .. TJ loH 

Captain, or Colonel, or Knight-iu-arins ... .. I 151 

Care*oharmer sleep, son of the sable Niglir, .. .1 !■- 

Caro-charming alee]), thou casor of all \Noes, 1 

Charm mo aaieo]), and melt mo so ... ^ ... ... 1 f58 

Como live with mo, and be my love, ... ... I dD 

Come, Sleep! 0 Sloop, tho certain knob of pence, ... I H> 

Como, Poet, coin ! ., ... ... ... ... H 2*^^ 

Come if you dure oil. uiuinpeta .sound, ... ... ’ 

* Como lead mo, lassie, to the shade’ ... ... J1 

Command the roof, great Goniius, and from thcnco 1 IhJi 

Condemned to Hope' i delusive imne ... 11 10^ 

Cra' bed Ago and Yo th ... ... ... I 58 

Cromwell our chief of men, 'v.ho through a cioml ... I 160 

v.»iiprd and my Campaspe played ... ... ... I 20 

Cyriack, whose grandsire On t^.d royal bench ... ... 1 163 

Cyriack, this throe years' day these eyes, though clear . I 163 

Daughter ^f Jove, relenl^oss po\r,'^r, ... ... 11 7H 

Daughter to that good llarl, once Preridont ... .. * 155 

Doar Uv'o. lot me this evening oic, ... ... f *«0 

Dear little hand that class]/^ lay own ... ... ... U 264 

IVeatb, be not prOud, though .some have called ihOo ... 1 102 

Dim as tho bbrrow'ed beams of moon and soars ... 1 202 

Drink mo only with thine oy'js; ... ... - 1 89 
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.. if 

177 

I'ijLerrial spirit of the ohainleaa mind* 


.. n 

me 

Kthercal minstrel 1 pilgrii.i of the sky ! 


.. II 

219 

Kxtol n^t^ iciios, then, the toil of fools, 


.. t 

190 

t'air tree!* ft^ thv delightful shade .. 


• 

.. II 

7 

Van* as nushadod light, or as the day 

« 

T 

NO 


plerffct'S of a ^ ... ... ... I 166 

gardoj), wlioiti the man ami woman «1 well.. . %... II 2(50 

V.-ifowolI, yo gildt*<l follie.s, plt'a-siiT'^ troubles; ... ... I ' 06 

r^\iVwoll, ttJo lit( lo aud ?no hitely known, ... 1 203 

^ Fathov o? prjo's, thmiirli ''«!•» “own ft:roat flay, ... • . . I 130 

Pir^t l.ady (•(' our Kutfiisli Vaco ’ .. • . . ^ II 270 

r^^rfio tho Mos, AwfUjo with sot lifiih’tnos.so ; I lo 

Forcfot the rrlotl U'tent**^ ... ... I 17 

poi' hi^ it \v(f> lit^ , ... ... • ... I 173 

Ponr season.? fill the iu<'a.suiHV''>f i ho year ... ... II 200 

Friend ?}) ip, like love, is b^ut. a name ... ... ... Jl 26 

From chruUiood, ovou, u 3 hall, been .?aid .. « ... IJ 175 

j^’ul^jaiiy H v;h)rir)us inornintr ifavo*^ ... T 46 

Fi’jflittle knowoKt Ihoi;, »Jiat lia.st not tried, ... ... f IS 

Fuil fal horn five thy fatlior lica ; ... .... ... J SI 

j/ " • • 

tralhor rose J:>uds wlrilo yo may ; ^ !. ... ^ t 156 

riivo men snii’l I that on life’.? roach Fo.a '... ... !• 79 

tjlh'viG«i, j»lou.?nros, pomps, deli^^ht.s und^ense^... ^ .vll4» 

(.»o, lovely Rose, ’ « ... ... .. ... I 16/ 

Go, soalf the body's finest ^ . ... I 76 

Go to the loved bowers? ...^ ... ... II 233 

God soiit his siMf<er? upon earth • ... ... II 261 

Great men liavo been among us^ Viands that pfjnnod II M4i 

Greed little valdior of the sm^ny grass ... »TT^ 228 

^ Green fields orfinghuul ! whereso’er ... * 'IT ^64 

ifail, boaateo'iS 8t»jp,nger of the gr-ovo ; • ••• H 1-04 

ITaiHo thee,*bl^Jtfc Sjpil"^ ! ^ ..f «...* 11 204’ 

Happy the mtvh ^'appy he nlo^nf^ ' .... ‘ ^ 
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Il;il)py the man; whoso TVinh jC kI car© ... ... • 


1 

Tflipj-w tlioao (lays, wlien I 

1, 

no 

[fark ! 'tis the twangriiig hoi*:i ! * 

11 

112 

Ifo Kafoly walks in (larkeeL way^ 

11 

2P5 

Ho that fovea a rosy clicek ... ... * 

T. 


Ho \Wio hath bent him o’or the dead 


17i3 

Heaven Vrom all creatures hidoa tho book of fjito, *■...* 

31 

28 

llonce loathed Molafiolioly, • 

1 

121. 

Hence, vain ilcluiling Joys, ... 

T 


Hence, .all yty.i vain doli^lit.*^, .. * 

M 

in 

Herapilh-y down tho silv'ci* CydniiK* rowed 
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tiopo, of .'dl*!lly that men endure .. i . 

1 
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‘ 1 

73 

Dow sweet |ho inoonliglit, sleeps upon this hjOikl 

1 

r r> 
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* ' . * 

may 1 join the choir mvihiblo .. * ... • ... Il 262 

' 0*1. ihert.^, thou iroddeag iieavoiily brij^ht ... ... II 2 
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Power seated on a quiet thrc;ti6 fchou*dst shako 
Pruqj^ thou thy 'words j the thoughts t'uutrol ... 
Oaeen of tlie silver how ! thy pale bearn, ... 

Raise fcho majesties of thy disoonsohito brow; 

Rarely, rarely, comeat thou 

Rotirou thoughts enjoy their own delight'*, 

Ring out your bells, let niocnming shows be spread ; 
Ruin soizo thee, ruthless king ! 

Scots, wha ktio wi* W.ullace bled, 

Season of mists and mellow fruit*/ illness 
See the wil^l waste of all dcvonring years . 

Shall I, wasting In despair. .. •* 

She was a phantom of delight 

She whom tho sacred book's dcclaro ... 

She sat within life’s baiupiot hall at noon 
Silent nymph’, with ^mrioiis oyo .. • ... 

Sine* there's no lielp, <jotuo let us kisv'ind pai l, 
Siltiug by a rivt3r’,s side, 

Sleep, Silence’ "hild, sweet farher of soft rest, 

Siiddon uprisetli from hc^v^Mtattdy (Waco 
Swoet aro the thoughts thai savour of ccMtcni ; 

Sweet day ! so cool, so calm, so bright 

Sweet Peace, whcrt>:dost thou dwell ? 1 humbly ci’a e, 

S>v‘)6t Auburu! lovoHcst village of the plain, 

Sw'oct yp'^am, that winds through yond.u* gla.de 

t *• » * 

Tell mo not, sweet, I am unkiml, 

Tonder-handed stroke a neUie 

That you have wronged imu doih ap| ^arin ihi.-i ; 

'Phe Assyrian cau.e down like the wolf on the fold,* 
'I’ho nightingale, ar soon as Ajn’lfi ^higoih 
Tho l(ipped tree in time may giwv agajii ; 

The bavgV she sat in, lik(^p*,’mriiisin5d ‘throne, ... 

JPho fab'est action of oiir lram<*n life^ ... ' 

Tho wojt'id'fc^a bit'bble, and ^ he ’Life of Maq ^ ... ' 

The laa*; and greatest herald of H<iaven’»*kiiij 
The poets (nor unaptly? foign 
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^ The Ittt'k HOW lesPveB his watery nest, ^ 

• 1^*10 Abuses* fairest light in nn dark time, 

^rho glorioa of our blood and state 
pnti grew low and loffc the skies, 

TLe.Miisp, disgusted on ago and dime 
^ The keeTi'i^r tempests come; and fuming dun .. 
The curfew t'- ’Is t-JIo knell of pai-tiug day 
night was winter in his roughest mftod, 

TJie worl|l is too much with na ; late and soon 
"Wie Mlitum iliat liurrio«^)y ^ ... 

'J'hl’e w'as n phieo, now not- • . 

'lifiiro was a time wlien «ieadow, grove and stre 
^Tliero’F H^t a joy the worl^ ca*i give 
^Tlio«blast.s of Auttniiii firive the 'winged seeds .. 

is a pleasnr ^iinHhe pathless woodt, 
••Thei(; K^a^j^Vir foP all that die ♦ 

Till! niyrwt;!' live, mop brief ap^ar y. 

'rho islc.'f (jf Oieeeo, the isl^^ef of (Greece ! 

'I'he turf shall bo my fragranc shriilo 
'•’hoy wlio tell ns T^ovl can die ! 

Thev^are all gone into tho w’orld of -i^gh: ! '... 

^Im^words the pool he.ayl iu Parriflit.e 
Tjio lu'nms of morning arc renewed, ... 

^’Jiis f»: tl^o and (hi# the happy niorn, ... 

'IMjis only grant me, that lAy moans may lit> c. 
This Life, which seems .so vf air, 

► 'Wiis raid tablet doth include ... ■ 

Tiiis wa.s^the ruler of tho laud 
Thou neither dost persuade mo to seek wealth 
. Thou yonngo?..' virgin 'daughter of the &tdcs, ... 
Thou fair.haired Angel of the B3 veiling 


Thou lingering star, wdth lessening ray , 
Th ioe poets in hree distant ’^cs,bdrn, 
hree years she grew in sun aiki showe'i* • ‘ 
.T^u'pugh KrinVlsk ..* .... 

'fhg(^. who wouHst woai’ the nAino 
'^'ijL’ccl" Natn^e^: sweet resU'rer, balmy sleep ! 
t?; 36 v _ ' '^^7* 
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Tired with all Uie.stJ, for reafful doath I cry, . 

not thobaVhliof? of a huay world, 

’ 'I’is* tinuj this licarij HhoiihLbe fniuiovcd 
'fV> what wild blast h of tyrannous hariu )ny 
To ihco^fair Proedohi, J retire .. * 

'Po (iT’aw no envy, Sliak'«iicavt». on rhy nann\ 
'Po bo, ^r nt»t. to bn ; that jm the <ji»*.>.tii)iJ ; 

To cure the inind’oi wioii}^ 4)ias, splctoi, 

*'Pwio5 ai the roval lea’^t, for IVrhia w(»u 
'Pno of far yobler Hliapo, elect aiifl tall, ' 
Two Voic(M are there, one is of tJio Son 

1 nder the ‘'icouwood treo . * 

("ndei neat li ihififiabh* hearse, ^ ^ 

^‘inuutll'*, ft" r^iyit stars*; and tleni, ^ 

(Jp fioin the meadows, rle1» with corn 

Vorsc, a brc('/(‘ mid blosoouis ‘•trajvinu **, 
Victoiious iiu'u of earth, no more ^ y"*" ^ 

V^irtiio coneculed w'itbin our brt^ist 
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We count the bttiken jyres thsft H‘ht . .>* '*11 -3li 

VV''o say if/ r<>raii Iioni or fOt veiu’s .. 1^ 

Weep iio nitiU*, nor s f^h, nor »^roan, ... » 

Wluit ut'ctls my Shakojpear|) fin* hid honoiirotl bo«»eh .. I UM 

Wh.it lias this buf'Imai d**atli f hat's wort^i our cave ... » *1 
VVliji't sucideii augei ’i^^rhis ? how ha\o I leatieil it ? • • 1 ■'-‘li 

What., is tf^lbusia^m ? ^Whut can it be . . • ’ 

^What coubUt utes a Sfate r * ... ...^ • , IJ Jt)7 

‘MVhat, you arc stopping i ij^Kvard i'*' . ...» II 150 * 

What's tho best tiling in Iho world ? .,. ♦.. IJ 2b> 

When maid vns siK;h a.s Hester din ^ ... . II 

\yhentha* Apiille with l^is sehofA’cs swoolo ... ... 1 5 ^ 

When pint Plm'h'is his vhair of gold fo high ... § •• ^ 11 

V/hl n til 4ho«oKsj'ons oi swe^U silcist thoifght ... • * 1*4^) 

When I have semi by TiAieV‘ffljl ban^ defaced ♦ * . I . jO 

tUioii lov/> w'ith^fnc<<iifined wings * ^ f -f .1 *>1‘^ 

When J consider liow' my light is .spoilt ^ ^b*^- 

Wlieu i^tehcld the poet blind A ell bold *' . * ... I .45U 
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WJuTiL^v^fov agc^eonlS iioitlior mul n^‘ writ**, 
-MUieii Britain first, at lleavon’s command 

Lcarniijji’.s triumph o’er her b#rha*ous fo^ 
W||ien Muhic, heavenly maid, wa.s j'oimg 
tvbep.ehdl Novonil)er’!^.surly blast 
When fiit't^Iie fiery. mantled sun 
Wiion I have i^orill ju mem'orv what has tamed 
JVh^i, 1 have. t?ars tli.ifc I may cease to b^ ... < 

,j.re the swalfows Jled F 
U^ieio 1*10 rotj\ote Bonnuftns ride ^ 

nr vi.i- f. ot ( 3 f man, or hoof trf beast, 

\V"'?t^iV'^er (h»d ej’oefs a ]n«i»e of prayer, 

!olf>. (ft'kh* Fui'linuj '•mjleils 
yV'iil j in tills Ct)i<l r.nd ^biMti'niiff <'liine, . . 

Wy<^> jN I Im ha jiiM rtor ''' .. • 

’iiirhylomi^ a.'«,<^n) slnri*’s Itdle^* ns, . . 

W I'h lu)\v ^vo^;t’(‘ps, (> Moon, thonVliinb’st tlm |kios I 
S'jid a raenhv abJ^e^, 

Wniild-'t ilioii wiiai man can say 
Woidd yej ^0 yoiiiij.f attaint 

V/; hnneii of ‘'airland 

sjiire.s, ye anthpw towers ... 

Vc M*irui*n s of Krijidainl .. ... * 

AvlioVwli wai^^iUi 1 he puJiHe. rriuiiipli feul^...* 

Vei h'n'f*, J*;i<'i'te,s ! Aboard, al^o.ard, fV»r shame I * 

V'er, (.nee more, () ye laurLds*amt once more 
1 Dll .ill look .sir.uigely on'^uc^ and you mofa. ; 

Ton ■iwun<ii‘ beauties of the iiij^iit 
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